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Enslaved by a Warrior 


Krase warriors have a unique form of punishment... 


Plucked from his planet and sold to the highest bidder, Tyler Stewart thinks it’s 
all a dream until he realizes his new owner is an eight-foot-tall, maroon-colored 
alien who expects him to follow his every command. Tyler is willing to a point, 
but he’s nobody’s doormat. 


Blessed Despair has conquered five worlds, but when he retires he finds his 
biggest opponent is mind-numbing boredom. When Tyler manages to engage 
him fully, Blessed is pleased with his purchase, but soon he discovers that Tyler’s 
alien ways push him well beyond sexual gratification. 


In a desperate attempt to keep their relationship strictly sexual, Blessed uses 
pleasure as a source of punishment, but all he’s done is dig himself in deeper. 
Will they be able to overcome their physical and psychological differences, or 
will Tyler be thrust onto the auction block once more? 
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Chapter 1 


This had to be a dream. One moment Tyler Stewart had 
been hurtling toward oncoming traffic at seventy miles an 
hour, and then he’d been here, on what appeared to be a 
stage with bright overhead lights glaring into his eyes. He 
was naked except for a collar around his neck. Unable to see 
it, Tyler nonetheless felt it, and if it looked anything like 
what the naked guys around him were wearing, it was some 
kind of serious hardware, what with all the blinky lights. 
Only in movies did computerized gizmos have merrily 
twinkling lights. 

A voice thundered above and around him, but Tyler 
contained his startled response. Dreams couldn’t hurt him. 
Sticks and stones could, but dirty names and funky dreams 
couldn’t. After a moment, the booming voice took on a more 
moderate pace, and Tyler was whisked to the front of the 
stage. Whatever he was standing on apparently moved him 
wherever the voice wanted him. He took this as further 
proof that this was all just some weird dream. 

Once he was in front of the other men on the stage, the 
plate he was on turned him around in a slow circle. If Tyler 
didn’t know better, he’d swear he was being put on display. 
But for who? Baffled, he lifted his hand to try to block out 
the lights, but he still couldn’t see into the darkness. He 
didn’t hear anything. Even when the voice paused, there 
wasn’t the sound of people squirming in seats, a cough, a 
sneeze—nothing but silence and the voice. Either they were 
the best-behaved audience in the universe or there wasn’t 
anyone there. Well, dreams were strange. At least he wasn’t 
having one about that chubby guy who ran the hot dog cart 
again. Although, to be fair, that one was more like a 
nightmare. Not that the heavy guy wasn’t cute, because he 
was, but in the dream he did things with the hot dogs that 
were just wrong. Tyler loved food as much as the next guy, 
but he didn’t /ove food that way. 


Tyler opened his mouth to say something, but he felt the 
most intense stroke down the back of his body. From the 
nape of his neck to the heels of both feet, a solid caress 
went right down his backside, causing a levitating act on his 
front side. In mere seconds, his cock was standing at full 
attention. And then his peculiar dream took an even more 
bizarre twist. The teasing stroke came back up, but instead 
of going to his neck it stopped at his buttocks. Slowly, the 
hand or whatever it was parted his cheeks, and then 
something slick, warm, and soft slid into his ass. 

A cry of ecstasy passed his lips, and Tyler knew he was 
going to climax. He’d had wet dreams before, but nothing 
like this. This dream felt so real it was uncanny. Back and 
forth the thing in his ass probed and stroked until his cock 
twitched and a creamy jet was flung from his prick to the 
stage. 

Sadly, the audience still didn’t make a sound, which 
really pissed him off because a show like that deserved 
some oohing and ahing if not a standing ovation. But no. 
Dead silence. Whatever the tool was that had compelled the 
climax from him was removed. Tyler would have sagged, but 
something—the plate?—was holding him up. When the plate 
turned him away from where he thought the audience was, 
he figured his little show was over, but it wasn’t. 

Unseen hands again parted his buttocks, and a third 
pressed against his back, bending him over. If there were 
people sitting out there in the dark, they were getting a 
good look at his one-big-brown eye. Ah, let ’em look, Tyler 
thought. He had nothing to be ashamed of. As a 
construction worker who specialized in framing and finish 
work, he had a damn fine body. In addition to the demands 
of his job, he also put in his time at the gym. Not so much 
for the workout but more to hang out and meet like-minded 
guys. He’d been told by more than one boyfriend that he 
had a mighty sweet ass. Besides, it was all a dream anyway. 
Since it was, Tyler shimmied his behind a little, giving the 
people a bit of a show. 


When the hands let go and the plate turned him around, 
he stood up, lifted his hands over his head, and said, “Ta 
da!” 

Only silence greeted his display. 

“Well, you can’t win them all.” Again, he lifted his hand 
and tried to peer out into the audience, but the lights were 
cleverly angled so he couldn’t. Must be some weird thing in 
his psyche that wouldn’t let him see out there. Maybe it was 
something really warped, like his parents and all his friends 
were observing him. God, he hoped not. He’d just made a 
total ass of himself if they were. But then he wondered if it 
was something twisted like it was himself out there 
watching himself. Yeah. Something strange and existential 
like that seemed more likely. He’d been watching a lot of 
old, funky television shows like The Prisoner, Twilight Zone, 
and Night Gallery. This was just the kind of thing that would 
happen on one of those shows if they allowed nudity and 
kinky sex toys. 

Tyler nodded, confirming his assessment. That had to be 
what was going on. At any moment Rod Serling was going to 
step out and tell Tyler what was being submitted for his 
approval. Apparently, tonight he was reviewing his own 
sexuality. Strange. He’d never really had an issue with his 
orientation so he wasn’t certain what this dreamscape was 
Supposed to show him. So far, it had clearly demonstrated 
that he liked a good prostate massage, but what man 
didn’t? He laughed until the booming voice bellowed one 
word. What stunned Tyler was that this time he understood 
what the voice had said. One word told him exactly what 
this crazy dream was about. 

“Sold!” 


Chapter 2 


“It looks like you will have your work cut out for you.” 
Refann nodded to the stage where Tyler Stewart was still 
displayed. 

“Indeed.” Blessed Despair’s bidding screen went off. 
Below, his new slave would be taken from the auction block 
and bundled up so he could take him home. He sighed. Tyler 
Stewart was cute if not a rather typical offering from one of 
the inner planets. What made him stand out to Blessed was 
the way his upper lip had curled so wickedly when the probe 
was inserted into his anal cavity. That gesture could not be 
faked. Tyler had loved the device. His rather large ejection 
of fluid was further proof of his pleasure. 

“What do you plan to do to him?” Refann’s grin was as 
lecherous as it was gleaming. 

“I wouldn’t think to bore you with something so 
pedestrian.” 

“Do not tell me I let you win so you could make him 
clean?” 

“Oh, he will clean. And he will polish. Eventually, he will 
most willingly get down on his knees to worship at my feet.” 
Blessed let fly a booming laugh that filled the room where 
over a dozen creatures bid on the slaves below. There were 
several other such booths all over the theater. When they 
weren’t using it to display the latest wares, they used the 
space for all manner of spectacles. Everything from wildly 
imaginative plays to wickedly entertaining sex shows. 
Blessed was a regular at all the events. Anything was better 
than trying to find something to do at his vast and boring 
home. 

Refann laughed and cast his gaze to the next offering. 
“Ooh. Look at this one.” He tapped his finger against the tip 
of his strosan, making it pulse against the front of his robe. 

Blessed looked but made a face. “Why do you like them 
like that?” To his eye, the little thing looked hardly strong 
enough to handle one stout slap to his buttock, let alone a 


powerful thrust of cock braced by a strosan. “One growl 
would make him wet himself.” 

Refann shrugged, his gaze never leaving the stage. “You 
like them your way and | like them mine.” He flicked his 
fingertip over the bid button. A snarl darted across his face 
when someone immediately outbid him. “Oh, that Dartalli! | 
know it is him. Ever since | outbid him on that winsome little 
Slave from the Vens galaxy, he has been determined to take 
any creature that even remotely resembles my taste.” 
Forcefully, Refann pressed the button until his bid was so 
high it was unlikely anyone would match him. “Ha! Let us 
see him top that!” 

Blessed was tempted to bid on the man just to annoy 
Refann, but he thought he should probably save up his 
energy for his new playmate. 

Any man who loved to be on stage as much as Tyler 
clearly did was obviously an exhibitionist. That worked well 
for what Blessed wanted him for. He was bored with all the 
playthings he’d bought since his retirement. In a fit of pique, 
he’d gotten rid of them so he could start fresh. Even though 
his home seemed empty without any sexual partners, 
Blessed found the quiet gave him time to ponder his life. Too 
much time, in fact. The novelty of something new would 
ease his worried mind. Moreover, Tyler had an arrogant cast 
to his features. Blessed liked that very much. There was 
nothing he enjoyed more than breaking a strong man. He 
looked again at the little waif Refann was bidding on and 
rolled his eyes. All he would have to do is expose himself 
and that boy would fall to his knees blubbering. He’d wail for 
his mother until Blessed grew weary of his tears and gave 
him over to the housemaster to turn him into a cleaning 
Slave. Not Tyler. Oh, no. He would resist. He would fight. He 
would give Blessed the challenge he so desperately needed. 

“You won’t bid on any more?” Refann asked, refusing to 
take his attention away from his bid screen. He wasn’t going 
to let that little thing escape him, which made Blessed 
wonder what he did with them, exactly. 


“One is plenty for me.” Especially one who would 
struggle not to enjoy the toys Blessed had in store for him. 
“Enjoy your new Slave.” 

“Ah! That will teach Dartalli!” 

As Blessed left the bidding room with his devotee three 
paces behind him, he adjusted his clothing and made his 
way down to where he would retrieve his latest slave. He 
wondered if Tyler had ever seen a creature built like him. 
Realizing he should have checked before buying him, 
Blessed pulled up the details on his newest purchase. 

“Earth? Where in the universe is that?” 

He knew from the looks of the man he was from one of 
the inner galaxies, but he’d thought it would be one he at 
least recognized. Earth was unfamiliar to him. A quick check 
gave him a tremendous amount of data, most of it 
meaningless, but then he decided it didn’t really matter. 
Soon enough his little Earthling would see what it was like to 
be the slave of a Krase warrior. 

Below his leather trousers, his strosan wrapped around 
his cock, each organ stiffening the other. Blessed didn’t 
even attempt to ease himself back. He wanted his new little 
playmate to see him in his full glory. To enhance the initial 
impression he would make, Blessed removed his heavy 
overcoat and handed it to his devotee. He also stripped off 
his shirt so that all he wore was his bulging trousers, his 
wrist gauntlets, and a bundle of throwing straps. He rubbed 
his hands together, hoping Tyler tried to run. Blessed liked 
nothing better than to demonstrate his skill with the 
devices. The ones he wore now were decorative, but they 
still worked just fine when tossed at the feet of a running 
biped. 

“What do you think, devotee. Am | fearsome looking?” 
Blessed turned so that his faithful follower could get a good 
look at him. 

“Most fearsome.” 

“Hair bound or undone?” 

“Undone.” 


Blessed reached up and removed the tie that tamed his 
wild black hair. Feeling the heavy strands flow over his 
shoulders made him hunger for release. The only time he 
wore it free was when he was anticipating sex or preparing 
for sleep. Tonight, he would have both. He hoped this new 
Slave would give him enough satisfaction so that he 
wouldn’t have to battle the gods who stood between him 
and slumber. It grew wearisome that he slept less and less 
with each passing day. 

“Call ahead to have food ready for this Earthling of mine. 
| want him to know that | will not torture him too much.” 
Blessed was a fair and relatively benevolent master. Once 
his slaves knew what he was capable of, they rarely defied 
him. But he had a feeling he would have to work a little 
harder to gain the respect of Tyler. He wasn’t sure why he 
felt that way, but he did. Something about his arrogant cast 
of features. Or, he could be entirely wrong and simply 
Sniffing vapors from his lack of adequate rest. For all he 
knew, Tyler would take one look at him and crumple into a 
whimpering heap. Ah well, he would find out soon enough. 

At the finishing counter, Blessed waited his turn to 
finalize his purchase. Once he had the slave auctioneer’s 
attention, Blessed completed the transaction by pressing his 
finger to confirm the transfer of funds. To those around him, 
the amount seemed exorbitant, but to Blessed, it was a 
pittance. He had more money than he could ever spend in a 
several lifetimes. 

“Has he been fitted with the language implant?” 

“Yes, your graciousness.” The man bowed twice. “As you 
Saw on stage, he is well accustomed to anal play.” 

“He did seem fond of it.” Blessed considered the man for 
a moment. “What do you know of him?” 

“Your graciousness?” 

Dozens of questions danced around in Blessed’s brain, 
but he asked the most pressing one. “On this Earth, are they 
familiar with different races or is there only one species on 
their planet?” 


“Well, your graciousness.” The auctioneer frowned, 
obviously worried that his news would displease Blessed and 
he would therefore lose future sales. “They are new and 
completely unaware of any kind other than their own.” 

Rather than anger him, the information made Blessed 
smile. 


Chapter 3 


“Hey, this isn’t funny anymore. | want to wake the hell 
up!” Tyler was taken from the stage and washed by unseen 
hands. They got everywhere. The probing fingers even got 
deep inside his ass, which felt kind of good, but then 
seemed terribly inappropriate. What was so weird was that 
they weren’t penetrating him with any intention. It wasn’t 
like they were trying to turn him on, off, or anything. They 
were just disembodied hands bent on doing their duty, 
which apparently was to make him sparkling clean for 
whoever had bought him. 

Tyler wasn’t the fastest guy on the block, but there was 
only one thing so/d could mean after that display. Someone 
had bought him. And after what had been done to him as 
he’d been bathed in those lights, it was pretty damn obvious 
they weren’t buying him to get his mother’s famous red 
velvet cake recipe. That left him with the disturbing question 
of exactly what he’d been bought for. 

After repeated attempts to wake himself up, he finally 
realized he wasn’t asleep and this wasn’t a dream. What 
drove him positively mad was the timeline. He had literally 
been in his car speeding down the 405 in sunny southern 
California and then blamo! he was on a stage getting twisted 
and turned for someone and then probed. 

“Oh, fuck.” 

Aliens. Didn’t aliens have a thing for probing the bottoms 
of unsuspecting humans? Tyler had never believed in any of 
that garbage, but that was the only thing that made any 
kind of sense. Some freaky alien culture yanked him out of 
his car and then sold him off to...who the hell knew? A 
montage of strange faces and bizarre bodies—all the 
pictures of aliens he’d ever seen—went flashing through his 
mind. Thanks to television shows like Star Trek, Dr. Who, and 
V, he had all kinds of warped alien fodder to contemplate, 
most of it unpleasant or downright scary. 


Once the hands were done cleaning him, they then 
affixed a leash to his collar and pulled him toward what 
looked like an endless hall. What struck Tyler mute was the 
fact that the hall was gigantic. He was six three and the 
ceiling above him and the walls beside him had to be a good 
thirty by thirty. Swallowing hard, he hoped to God these 
creatures just liked to build on a grandiose scale. About a 
million years ago when he was a little kid, he’d gone on a 
field trip to the state capital. Everything there was built on 
the scale of giants, so he thought the same thing might be 
going on here. Although, a slave sale didn’t seem the type 
of thing to warrant an imposing structure. But then again, 
he didn’t know how alien minds worked. For all he knew, 
they could defecate in public and eat in private. They were 
aliens for Christ’s sake, so they probably did really strange 
alien stuff. 

And then he realized that just because he’d been 
Stripped, bent, and fondled to ejaculation in front of an 
audience didn’t mean they weren’t buying him to eat him. 

“Oh, shit.” Every muscle in his body tensed as he kept on 
following the hand or whatever it was that held the other 
end of his leash. Tyler tried squinting, blinking, and even 
looking out the corner of his eye, but he still didn’t see 
anything but the leash. It was obvious something was 
holding it because the far end stayed in relatively the same 
position. Using his keen powers of observation, he noticed 
the hand of the thing seemed to be rather high. If it was 
built roughly like Tyler, he was being led by something about 
ten feet tall. But then again, maybe not. Maybe the invisible 
thing had hands on the top of its head. Or it didn’t have 
hands at all. Again, trying to understand the motives or 
even bodily shapes of aliens was a total waste of his time. 
Which made him wonder, what wasa good use of his time? 

Finding a way to escape. That was what he should be 
doing. Tyler considered the hallway. If there were doors they 
were as invisible as the thing that led him. Spending his 
energy fighting at the moment served no purpose because if 


he got away, he only had one place to run, and that was 
straight ahead, which was the direction they wanted him to 
go. And then he remembered that he was wearing a collar 
with a lot of blinking lights. What was that show he’d seen 
with the collars that blew the guy’s head off when he went 
out of bounds? Dang. Tyler couldn’t remember, but the 
special effects had been kind of crappy so it was probably 
an old movie. Still, he would be wise to be cautious. If his 
collar blew, he wouldn’t be able to appreciate the visual of 
his head popping off his body. All things considered, Tyler 
wanted to keep his head right where it was. If he was going 
to be eaten by some kind of horrible beast, he’d wait until 
he was in the creature’s kitchen to fight his way to freedom. 

For some reason he thought of all the lobsters he’d eaten 
over the years. He’d tossed them into pots of boiling water 
without a second thought. Perhaps this was karmic payback 
for that. Some ferocious beast would toss him in a pot and 
then eat him covered in butter, or whatever the alien’s 
equivalent of dipping sauce was. Although at that point it 
wouldn’t really matter because he’d be dead. It would be 
worse to be eaten alive. The thought of traveling down the 
gullet of some massive beast made his heart beat so fast he 
was afraid he would have a heart attack and die right here. 

“Where are you taking me?” It was probably a waste of 
time to talk to the invisible thing, but Tyler thought it was 
worth a shot. 

“To your new master.” 

“Master?” 

“Owner.” The voice was as disembodied as the hands. It 
seemed to kind of come from in front of him, but then again, 
Tyler was so amped up the voice could be coming from 
inside his head and he wouldn’t realize it. 

“What does this owner want me for?” 

“Who can say?” 

“You?” 

“Not I.” 


Tyler struggled to find more probing questions. “What do 
they usually do with my kind?” 

“You are one of the first.” 

“First as in what?” It could be height, color of his skin, his 
hair, his eyes—who the hell knew? 

“First from the planet Earth.” 

“What about from the other places? What happens to 
those...guys?” He wasn’t sure what to call people from other 
planets. 

“The six-armed Xearzans make good cleaning slaves. 
The tall, thin Delutians are the best tailors. The four- 
mouthed Yartz are very well suited to providing multiple 
creatures with pleasure.” 

“So they don’t eat any of them?” 

“Eat? As in consume for sustenance?” The voice laughed 
and his mirth sounded like the tinkling of a little bell. “No. 
There is another auction block for food items.” 

Relief eased tension out of Tyler’s shoulders. “Wait. How 
can | understand you and you me?” It was unlikely aliens 
would speak English. 

“You have been implanted with a device that translates 
what you hear and what you Say. It is quite common in the 
universe.” 

“Not on Earth.” 

“I am aware of that. Fitting it to your small brain was a 
challenge.” 

It took a moment for the insult to sink in. “Are you calling 
me stupid?” 

“Not with that word.” 

Tyler kept his mouth shut for a long time until he realized 
the only one he was hurting with his sulking was himself. 
This was a golden opportunity for him to ask questions, and 
here he was taking a slight from being called dumb. Maybe 
he was stupider than he thought. 

“Do you know who bought me?” 

“I do not.” 


“So l'Il probably end up cleaning things?” If they thought 
he was stupid, then menial tasks seemed likely. 

“I know not what the plans for you are.” 

“How much did this person pay for me?” 

“More than | have ever seen paid for a slave who can’t 
stop talking.” 

“Fuck you!” Tyler grabbed his leash with one hand to 
stabilize it and then yanked hard with his other hand, pulling 
on the creature who held the other end. 

There was a startled cry, and then the other end of his 
leash fell to the floor. His moment of triumph was short 
lived. 

“You impetuous fiend!” 

Tyler braced himself for a walloping dose of punishment, 
but what he got instead was a jolt of pleasure so intense he 
almost climaxed. He was baffled, because in all the shows, 
books, and graphic novels he’d ever read, he’d never heard 
of any civilization using pleasure as a weapon. 

As soon as the ecstasy wore off, he asked, “What the hell 
was that?” 

“A blast right into the pleasure center of your brain.” 

“It was incredible.” 

“And it’s highly addictive.” 

Tyler considered that for a long time. Why would they 
punish him with something that felt good and had no 
horrible side effects? Once the pleasure receded, he felt 
fine. Well, except he wanted another jolt. And that was when 
he understood. Hit him hard enough and often enough in his 
pleasure center, and he’d become their more than willing 
Slave just to get another hit. 

“Only sentient species are afraid of what we use. | guess 
you're not so simpleminded after all.” 

“I guess not.” Tyler continued following his invisible pal 
down the hall. He had no intention of causing him any more 
problems. It wouldn’t take that many more pleasure blasts 
to turn him into a quivering bowl of pudding that would fall 
to his knees and gladly perform any perversity they wished. 


His only thought now was what his master would look like 
and just exactly what this mysterious alien wanted him for. 


Chapter 4 


Blessed waited in the claiming area. Before he took 
possession of his new slave, he would have an opportunity 
to thoroughly inspect him to ensure no trades had taken 
place. Since he had dealt with this auctioneer before, and 
the man was in awe of Blessed, he doubted very much there 
would be any kind of trickery. 

“What is taking so long?” Usually by the time he took the 
elevator down from the bidding area his prize was ready to 
go. 

“He is a little...resistant.” 

It was clear from the hesitation the auctioneer had 
considered lying but then thought better of it. 

“Good.” 

The auctioneer’s three eyes widened in his round little 
face. 

“| prefer a thrall who has some fight left in him.” 

“He had to be given a jolt of joy to stop him from 
harming his escort.” 

“You dare to give pleasure to my slave?” Blessed didn’t 
bellow, as only those who feared others not listening spoke 
loudly. When Blessed talked, all within range listened, even 
if they had to strain to do so. “Do not dare to do so again.” 

“No, your graciousness. No one will do anything to him 
again.” The auctioneer spoke in hushed terms to whomever 
was bringing Blessed’s purchase forth. “It seems the slave 
was quite afraid of the jolt of joy.” 

“As well he should be.” But Blessed preferred to deliver 
his own version. With his hands, his mouth, his cock, and his 
strosan, he could give a slave a dose of pleasure that rivaled 
the jolt of joy. And then Blessed considered why the 
Earthling was afraid. Obviously, he feared addiction. This 
was powerful to know. Knowledge of a species’ fears, 
longings, and such gave him tremendous power. “You will 
bring him here and have him wait on me.” 


“Your graciousness, if you would permit, we have rooms 
available so that one such as yourself can be assured the 
Slave is up to par?” The auctioneer’s voice rose at the end 
as if he were asking a question. Blessed got the distinct 
impression that he could have this Tyler, this Earthling, for 
the night, and then declare him unfit. He wouldn’t get back 
all his money, but he would get back most and the 
auctioneer could simply sell him again. 

Suspicious, Blessed reached across the counter and 
placed his hand over the auctioneer’s chest. “You have not 
sold him in this way before, have you?” 

“Oh, no! Absolutely not, your graciousness. He is 
untouched by any but those on his own planet. Oh! But for 
the display on stage and the cleaning afterward.” 

“You swear this on your life?” 

“I do.” 

Blessed withdrew his hand. The auctioneer sighed and 
settled his clothing. 

“| will give you the best room we have, your 
graciousness.” He handed over a key. “If you require 
anything—” 

“Have a mix of food for him and for me. Be careful that 
you pick things that will please him. | will also require a full 
array of—never mind. | will have my people bring me what | 
need. You give me a room, put this Tyler Stewart in it, and | 
Shall deal with the rest.” 

The auctioneer nodded. 

“And if he is not as you say, | shall return for your heart.” 

“Yes, your graciousness.” 

Blessed turned and strode off to the nearest restaurant. 
He would make his slave wait for him so that he could learn 
more about his kind. Knowledge was power, and Blessed 
would need an edge if he were to fully control his latest 
playmate. He instructed his devotee to make arrangements 
to have all he would need delivered to the room provided. 

Once inside the exclusive club, he only had to look at the 
maitre d’to obtain a seat. There was no place on the planet 


so exclusive that it prohibited a fully named warrior of the 
neutral class. Blessed didn’t have to say his name or even 
display insignia of his rank. All who looked upon his face 
knew what he was. A black mark of power rode on his right 
cheek. The gentle curve of a planetary horizon with five dots 
below told all who looked at him that Blessed had 
conquered five worlds. He was retired now, hence his 
insufferable boredom, but he was working on a way to 
alleviate the worst symptom of civilized living. 

Blessed spent a leisurely time sipping a drink and eating 
a small meal. He didn’t want to be too full or too inebriated 
to play with his latest toy. But he did want to make him wait 
and make him wonder. He snapped his fingers hard below 
the table, reprimanding himself. If he had been thinking, he 
would have had his devotee order cameras placed in the 
room before Tyler arrived. Ah, well. Such was the folly of 
afterthought. Had he placed watching devices, Blessed 
could have observed his slave considering the room and 
pondering his fate. He could have learned much. With a 
sigh, he rose, paid for his modest repast with a fingertouch 
to the billpad in the table, then left. In his wake, he noticed 
there were hushed murmurs, fanned faces, and a general 
sense of relief. Yet there was also a cloud of longing. 

Warriors spiked hormones in men, women, and neutrals. 

Blessed grinned. He enjoyed his status as both a figure 
of regard and of lust. Not that he had ever waylaid an 
unsuspecting citizen and expected them to bow before him, 
but the notion that he could do so, and possibly get away 
with such a bold scheme, pleased him greatly. 

Rumors followed him wherever he went, and often in 
places he didn’t. Blessed couldn’t recall how many times 
some enterprising huckster insisted Blessed had been to his 
establishment and raved about what had happened to him 
there. All were false. Blessed went about the entire planet of 
Krase since he had lodgings on every continent, but he did 
not favor one place over another. He found value in all he 
indulged. From high to low and all points between, there 


was nothing richer than the experience. The cost wasn’t the 
criteria. In the dregs of the universe, Blessed had found 
peace and riches beyond what most could comprehend. 

And tonight, he would find out just what Earth had to 
offer him. 


Chapter 5 


Anticipation made Tyler so wired he was unable to sit 
still. The invisible man had taken him from the hall to an 
elevator. It, like the hallway, was built on a huge scale. 
Again, he swallowed. He had asked how big this thing was 
that bought him, but the invisible host didn’t know since he 
had no idea who had actually won the bid. 

“You will find out soon enough.” 

After that terrifying comment, the invisible hand had 
taken him from the elevator to a room and left him there 
with his leash dangling from his neck down to the floor. 

The first thing Tyler had done was remove the leash from 
his collar. He’d done so roughly, and right after it had come 
free he’d had an exquisite panic attack. For all he knew, the 
device was now counting down to head-explosion time. He 
ran around the room looking for the bathroom so he could 
see what was happening to the lights on his collar, but what 
he found within that room had terrified him worse than the 
prospect of getting his head blown off. There wasn’t a 
mirror, and he didn’t recognize any of the fixtures. Whatever 
sat on their version of a toilet wasn’t even remotely human. 
He’d backed out of the room and slammed the door. Leaning 
against it, he waited for the explosion, but it didn’t come. 
His shoulders slumped with relief, and then he felt foolish for 
overreacting. 

“Oh, fuck it. I’m entitled. How many humans can say 
they survived an alien slave auction?” 

Once he calmed himself, he examined every nook and 
cranny of the room. The first thing he noticed was that the 
furniture was big. Not thirty-foot-tall big, but still much 
grander in scale than human furniture. And then his gaze 
riveted on the bed. He gulped. At least he thought it was a 
bed. It was gigantic and square and had what looked like 
pillows. Again, he had no idea what he was dealing with, so 
for all he knew he was looking at the toilet and that thing in 
the closet was where the creature cleaned his teeth. 


Everything was color coordinated, but he couldn’t really 
say what the exact shade was. It seemed to be constantly 
shifting and made him nauseous. There were chair-like 
things around what kind of looked like a table. Sort of. 
Basically, everything was boxlike. With that realization, the 
room took on more shape to him. All the furniture was built 
in boxes. Not rectangles, circles, or any shape but a 
perfectly square box. It was a carpenter’s dream. His gaze 
easily traced out the pattern, and his mind calmed. Yes, the 
boxes were big, but they weren’t monstrously so. 

“Maybe this wouldn’t be so difficult to get used to.” 

Tyler went over to what he thought was the bed and sat 
on the edge. It was surprisingly hard. He frowned. 
Apparently this advanced culture had not heard of pillow-top 
mattresses. With a sigh, he realized there was already a 
long list of things he was going to miss from planet Earth. 
His family, of course. First and foremost he would miss 
them. But he’d also miss his coworkers, his friends, and his 
gym buddies. In addition to people, he was going to miss 
coffee, his comfy mattress, and those chili-cheese dogs that 
cute and chubby guy made just for him. He would pile it 
high with onions that were so pungent they burned Tyler’s 
eyes. He’d once asked the man if he hated men with onion 
breath, but the vendor—damn that Tyler couldn’t remember 
his name—had said he /oved onions. And Tyler had grinned 
and eaten a big mouthful of dog, bun, chili, and onions. 
Regret washed through him because Tyler hadn’t ever made 
his move. He wasn’t sure what he’d been waiting for, and 
now it was too late. 

Or was it? 

Maybe they’d only taken him for a while and eventually 
he could go back. For some reason he doubted that. 
Generally, when one civilization took people from another, 
they kept them. His ancestors had. Despicable business, 
really. Slave owning, selling, or running attracted basically 
unsavory people in his opinion. Not that anyone was asking. 
But Tyler had to start wrapping his head around the fact that 


he’d probably never see Earth again unless he managed to 
get free and then get back there. Considering he couldn’t fly 
an airplane, it was probably unlikely he could fly a starship. 
Maybe he could take a captain hostage... 

He settled back on the bed, peering up at the ceiling. He 
startled to find a mirror and then grinned. Were all species 
inherently kinky? Lifting his head to expose his neck, Tyler 
examined the collar. The lights were still blinking away, but 
he had no clue what they indicated. He paid attention to his 
heartbeat and realized that the green light on the side was 
tracking that. Grinning, he tried to figure out what the other 
lights were tracking. 

“Just where | want you.” 

Tyler rocketed out of bed so fast he almost shot himself 
into the ceiling but ended up tripping and face-planting on 
the floor. When he got to his feet, he looked up at the most 
gigantic man he’d ever seen. His skin was dark maroon, and 
his eyes were gleaming red. Muscles bulged all over his 
arms, chest, legs, and what the hell was squirming in his 
pants? Tyler backed away, hitting the edge of the bed and 
sprawling himself back almost right where he was before. 
He sat up and used his arms to propel him further away 
from whatever the hell that thing was. What was so 
astonishing was that as scary looking as he was, he was also 
unbelievably handsome, in an I-can-rip-your-head-off kind of 
way. 

“A quivering child? How disappointing.” The Incredible 
Hunk turned to the man behind him. He was shorter, 
thinner, a kind of muddy blue, and had the well-worn 
demeanor of a servant. “Take these with you. | do not think 
this one will run.” From his waistband, Hunk removed a wad 
of what looked like gold rope, but as he handed the items 
over, Tyler saw they were golden bands with flattened disks 
at the end. Whatever they were they would apparently stop 
Tyler from running. However, like Hunk said, it wasn’t likely 
Tyler was going to run. Where the hell would he go? 


When he turned and looked at Tyler again, Tyler noticed 
his eyes were a darker red than he’d thought. He also 
realized he had a black tattoo on his face. It was a curve 
with five dots below it. He had no idea what it meant, but it 
looked scary. Hell, the whole guy was nothing but terrifying. 
And then Tyler’s brain caught up to the first thing the man 
had said. Just where | want you. That could only mean he 
wanted Tyler on the bed, which meant he wasn’t going to 
eat him, he was going to fuck him! 

Tyler’s gaze dropped again to his crotch. Whatever was 
squirming under there was now making a very noticeable 
up-and-down motion, like there was a living thing in his 
pants jacking him off. Each time the whatever it was 
completed a circuit, Incredible Hunk’s prick got bigger and 
pressed more fully against his black pants. 

“Do you like what you see?” 

Tyler jerked his attention up to the man’s face. “What the 
hell is that?” 

“My cock.” He grinned, exposing very sharp white teeth. 
The thought that this man might have bought him to eat 
him returned with shocking force. He would fuck him and 
then eat him. So strongly terrifying was this notion Tyler 
swore the room rippled. “I will show you.” 

“Show me?” 

Hunk reached for his pants. 

“No!” Tyler climbed off the side of the bed and then 
realized he had nowhere to go. There was only one door and 
the man was blocking it. 

“Yes.” Slowly, he unfastened his trousers while watching 
Tyler. 

Tyler didn’t want to look, but he couldn’t seem to look 
away. 

“Your cock is very nice.” 

Looking down at himself, Tyler realized that he was hard. 
How the hell could he be terrified out of his mind and 
turned-on at the same time? And then he remembered a 
common dream all through junior and senior high school. A 


man built like one of his graphic novel heroes would slip into 
his bed with him and they’d rub up together. Grinding his 
cock against all that hard flesh had turned him on to the 
point of climax. The first time it happened, he’d panicked, 
because he didn’t understand what had occurred. Stupidly, 
he’d asked Sam, his older brother, who had teased the crap 
out of him but eventually told him it was just a wet dream. 
All guys had them. After that, Tyler enjoyed those dreams a 
hell of a lot more, but he’d never thought he’d make them 
come true. 

“Get on the bed, on your back, and spread your legs.” 

“No fucking way.” The words were out before he could 
consider that pissing this guy off was probably a very bad 
idea. Still, if he did what he wanted, Tyler was going to be in 
a world of hurt, so either way, he was going to be 
screaming. He’d rather fight than just let this monster have 
his way with him. Instead of upsetting him, Tyler’s defiance 
made him grin. 

“You are a warrior on your world?” 

Only when he was playing with his Xbox, but Tyler lifted 
his chin. “I have heard the call of duty.” It was probably 
pretty likely this guy didn’t know that was one of the most 
popular games on all of planet Earth. 

“We will fight for supremacy if that is your wish.” Hunk 
stood there, looking at Tyler with his hand over the fastener 
on his pants. “The winner will have total control of the 
loser.” 

“Hardly a fair fight.” Tyler touched his collar. “I’m 
assuming it will give me another jolt of bliss and then I'll 
willingly bend over for you?” 

A frown of remorse darkened Hunk’s face. What was so 
stunning to Tyler was that he understood exactly what the 
look was conveying. Was the device in his brain that allowed 
him to speak and understand their language also helping 
him interpret their expressions? 

“That will not be used on you again. The auctioneer’s 
helpers overstepped their bounds. They have been 


reprimanded.” He lifted his hand and Tyler expected his 
cock to come flying out, but he hadn’t undone his pants all 
the way. Tyler couldn’t decide if he was relieved or 
disappointed. “Allow me to remove your collar.” 

He took a step, and everything in Tyler told him to run, 
but if he did, he would show this creature that he was 
nothing but a coward. Tyler stood firm. If he was going to 
die, he was going to go out looking right in the eye of his 
killer. What effect this would have on anything, Tyler didn’t 
know, but he was locked on course no matter how foolish it 
might be. Each step Hunk took closer caused Tyler’s heart to 
beat faster. He was certain that the green light on his collar 
was blinking so fast it probably looked steady at this point. 

With only a few steps, Hunk was right in front of him. All 
eight feet of him. He had to be almost three and a half feet 
wide. Tyler took a deep—possibly his last—breath and 
discovered that Hunk smelled good. Really good. Like a 
mélange of all the best smells of food, sex, and money. It 
was utterly bizarre and so alien Tyler blinked rapidly as he 
tried to assimilate this very curious phenomenon. 

Hunk’s massive arms lifted his gigantic hands, and again 
Tyler expected the worst, but his touch was gentle as he 
removed the collar. “We will have no need for this.” 

“No?” 

“No.” Hunk smiled as his gaze considered Tyler’s face so 
intently it was like he was memorizing it. “I will give you 
such pleasure the last thing you will ever wish to do is be 
away from me.” 

“Big words.” Oh, mercy. Tyler had no idea why he’d said 
something so stupid, but again, it was too late to take it 
back now. He reinforced his snarky comment by lifting one 
brow. If he was going to toss out a challenge, he might as 
well go all in. 

“Big words from a big man with a very big cock.” Hunk 
trailed his fingertip down Tyler’s arm to his hand. There, he 
cupped his hand around Tyler’s and drew it to the bulge in 


his pants. “Do you feel what you do to me? Just looking at 
you has made me eager to mate.” 

Below his palm, the wriggling resumed. It was so alien 
and strange that Tyler couldn’t make sense of what he was 
feeling. It was as if Hunk’s dick had muscles and he was 
deliberately twisting it around just to torment him. Was that 
it? He was trying to intimidate Tyler? 

“You have to buy men to mate with you? Wow. Pretty 
pathetic no matter what world you’re from.” 

Up until that moment, Hunk had been tolerant if not 
outright titillated by Tyler’s defiance, but that comment 
made his red eyes turn black. As if the room felt for him, it, 
too, turned black. Tyler was so scared he couldn’t breathe, 
blink, or even beg for forgiveness. All he could do was stand 
there hoping Hunk would make his death a quick one. 


Chapter 6 


“You play with danger the way | will play with you.” 
Blessed removed Tyler’s hand from his pants and then 
pushed him onto the bed. 

Tyler’s fascinating blue eyes went wide and he would 
have tried to crawl away, but he was obviously too scared to 
move. What a curious creature he was. Despite his fear, he 
defied Blessed. It was as alluring as it was irritating. But still, 
he was worth double his price for the entertainment he had 
already given. 

His pale skin and long limbs stood out in marked contrast 
to the bed cover. He was much smaller than Blessed, but he 
was also very strong for a man of his size. His arms, legs, 
and belly were covered with muscles, and then he noticed 
that very short blond hairs grew on his lower arms and legs. 
Around his cock, the hair was darker, which was interesting 
visually to Blessed as it made his prick appear larger. 

To squash any more of his backtalk, Blessed turned the 
lights in the room down so that the black, which reflected 
his mood, was further enhanced. He would have this Tyler 
quivering in terror before he took him. A dozen scenarios of 
dominance tumbled through Blessed’s mind. After some 
study during his drink, he had a fair idea of a human’s 
physiology. But that really didn’t matter. He was a master at 
reading a creature’s response to him. Tyler’s nostrils had 
flared when he’d gotten close, and then his eyes had 
dilated, which indicated he was aroused by Blessed’s scent. 

Standing at the end of the bed, Blessed released the last 
fastener on his trousers, freeing his prick and strosan. 

Tyler’s eyes widened again. “What the hell is that?” 

Wrapping his fist around his cock, Blessed stroked it as 
he thrust his hips forward. “My cock.” 

“No, the other...thing.” 

Grinning, Blessed extended his finger and wrapped his 
strosan around it, milking it, turning the tip dark. “This is a 
strosan. It helps to firm and steady my cock when | fuck.” 


Blessed released the flexible length of muscle and flesh. 
Unlike his skin, which was burnished red, his prick and 
strosan were darker. In the subdued light they were almost 
black. 

“Like your dick isn’t big enough already.” 

Blessed smiled at the inadvertent compliment. “It is said 
that Krase warriors evolved the strosan because our cocks 
were too big to stand erect without assistance.” 

Tyler looked down at Blessed’s cock. “Yours doesn’t seem 
to have any trouble.” 

“I am not fully erect.” Blessed watched a look of fear 
wash over his slave’s features. 

“And you think that thing is going to fit in me?” 

Rather than speak, Blessed simply nodded. Blessed 
turned his back on Tyler to settle on the edge of the bed so 
he could remove his boots. He thought the tiny Earthling 
might attack him while his back was turned, but he either 
had a strong sense of honor, or he was too frightened to 
move. When his shoes were off, he stood and turned. It was 
the former because Tyler waited until he was facing him to 
attack. Just as he was gearing up to launch himself, Blessed 
lifted his hand. Curious, Tyler stopped, and settled back. 

“Before you attack me, | should tell you what this 
means.” He pointed to his right cheek. 

“I know what it means. It’s a tattoo. Everyone on Earth, 
including little girls, have them nowadays.” 

Another slight made Blessed laugh as he removed his 
wrist gauntlets and tossed them aside. “It is a mark of my 
prowess.” 

“You’ve fucked five guys? Shit. | did that many before | 
graduated high school.” 

“Keep insulting me, little one. Each insult will be repaid 
to your flesh.” 

Tyler was clearly considering how Blessed might go 
about returning the abuse. Whatever he thought of must 
have involved Blessed’s cock because he darted his gaze 
that direction and then up to Blessed’s face. 


“What does your tattoo mean?” Tyler’s voice was a little 
higher pitched than it had been before, and it was far more 


respectful. 

“The curve represents the surface of a planet. The five 
dots below represent the number of worlds | have 
conquered.” 


“You’ve taken over five planets?” Both of his brows rose 
over his eyes. Blessed was amazed at how expressive his 
Earthling was. Everything he thought or felt was shown in 
his features or his form. Reading him was more simple than 
Blessed would have thought. 

“| have.” Once Blessed was naked, he climbed onto the 
bed, crawling toward Tyler like a hungry beast. Below his 
hips, his strosan wrapped around his cock, steadying him so 
he didn’t bounce as he moved. Too, the flexible flesh 
hardened him, readying him for what would come. “Five 
times | have planted my feet on an alien world, and five 
times | have led the Krase warriors to victory. Your planet 
could be next.” 

“No.” All of Tyler’s features twisted with dread. “You 
wouldn't.” 

“I might.” 

“Please don’t.” 

“You have family there?” Blessed asked, already knowing 
he probably did. Why else would he care if Blessed or his 
kind were to invade and take the place over? 

“If | say yes, does that mean you'll go and hurt them?” 

“Answer me.” Blessed kept moving up the bed, watching 
Tyler with hungry intensity. From his scent, it was clear he 
wanted to run, but he feared running and being caught 
more than simply submitting to Blessed now. It was as if 
Tyler thought surrender would mean less pain than forceful 
submission. What he didn’t understand was that Blessed 
enjoyed dominating, not the infliction of physical misery. 
That was another twist to Krase sexual needs, but not one 
that Blessed had. 


“Yes. | have family there.” Tyler closed his eyes. “Please 
don’t hurt them.” 

For once in his life, Blessed felt ashamed for deliberately 
being cruel. When he was a warrior, he never chose 
defenseless targets. Winning against those technologically 
inferior to him would mean nothing. Triumphing over an 
obviously much weaker opponent was just as shameful. 
What was wrong with him? He would now solve his boredom 
by picking on defenseless members of the galaxy? The only 
good in all of this was there was no one but the two of them 
to see his shame. 

Below him, Tyler held his breath, waiting for Blessed to 
strike him or perhaps order an invasion of Earth. But he did 
neither. Instead, he traced his finger over Tyler’s chest, 
focusing on the bit of flesh that was different colored than 
the rest. 

With a gasp, Tyler arched up, and Blessed feared he’d 
somehow injured him. What species had such a vulnerability 
right there where anyone could probe it? But then he 
realized Tyler wasn’t hurt, but aroused. Blessed stroked the 
Skin again, marveling as it tightened below his exploring 
finger. 

“What is this?” 

“What is—” Tyler looked at what Blessed was stroking. 
“That’s a nipple. My nipple.” 

“It’s very sensitive.” 

“Yes.” Tyler closed his eyes as Blessed continued to toy 
with his nipples. 

“My kind does not have something like this.” 

Opening his eyes, Tyler looked at Blessed’s chest. “Your 
musculature is different, too.” 

“I will not hurt you.” 

Tyler met his gaze. “| don’t see how you can possibly 
avoid injuring me.” 

“Lam not a monster.” 

“No?” 

“No.” 


“You could have fooled me.” Tyler was keeping very still 
below Blessed. 

“Explain.” 

At first, Tyler kept his mouth closed, but something in 
him refused to be silenced. Blessed couldn’t help but admire 
his courage. Most Krase warriors would have crumbled just 
looking at Blessed. They would have gotten on the bed 
facedown with their asses high to appease him. But not this 
ever-more-interesting alien. 

“Nice guys generally don’t buy men to fuck.” 

“There is no slavery on your world?” 

“There is, sadly, but it’s not practiced by any civilized 
people.” 

Blessed did not like how he emphasized that word, but 
he would let that go. For now. “I thought all superior people 
had slaves. How else do you get all the menial work 
accomplished?” Without slaves, the cities of Krase would 
crumble into ruins. 

“We hire people. You know, it’s called a job. People work 
and get paid a wage.” 

“But then they are wage Slaves.” 

Tyler frowned. 

“My slaves have everything provided for them. A home, 
food, medical care—all they will ever need | will give them.” 
“But they aren’t free to come and go as they please.” 

“Where would they go?” 

“Well, to places of entertainment. To shop. Or to even 
just walk barefoot in the grass.” 

It was clear that Tyler was just as frustrated as Blessed 
was. Neither of them could completely grasp the system of 
the other. Blessed tried to imagine his devotee going 
anywhere without him. He thought that would make him 
very uncomfortable, but then again he did not know his 
mind. Blessed would ask him when next they spoke. 

“You do not want to be my slave?” 

“No. So far all you’ve done is scare the crap out of me.” 


It was a curious expression that translated oddly. Blessed 
looked at the bedcovering, Tyler’s body, and then took a 
deep breath. He had made combatants’ defecate 
themselves, but there was always an accompanying stench. 
And then he realized Tyler meant it more metaphorically. He 
had not actually shit himself, which was good. Blessed was 
not interested in having sex in such deplorable conditions. 

Blessed realized that by hovering over him while on his 
hands and knees, he’d effectively trapped Tyler with his 
much bigger body. His strosanwas holding his cock up, close 
to his belly, but that made it loom threateningly above his 
little slave. Backing off, Blessed settled on his bottom with 
his legs bent to stabilize his body while sitting. 

Hesitantly, Tyler sat up on the bed, mimicking Blessed’s 
position. 

“On your world, do they make war?” As aroused as he 
was, Blessed was also curious. He knew each world was 
different because scouts always learned the ways of a 
planet before they invaded. However, they tended to focus 
on their readiness for war, not their political, cultural, or 
monetary systems. 

“Unfortunately.” 

“You do not glory in conquest? | thought you had heard 
the call of duty?” 

Tyler’s pale skin turned pink, especially on his face. “I 
was being flippant. I’ve never so much as held a gun, not a 
real one, at any rate.” He looked down at the bed and then 
up into Blessed’s eyes. “Call of Duty is a video game. You 
pretend to fight a war, which, when | think about it, is kind 
of sick. Turning war into a game just seems sad when real 
wars hurt people.” 

“But war is how a civilization expands.” Blessed had long 
wanted to return to active duty, but he was considered too 
old now. It angered him because he was still in his prime. 

“Not necessarily. There’s trade. A lot of people on my 
planet don’t make war. They make goods and sell them. It’s 
better all the way around if you ask me.” 


“Trade? As in goods? But how do you fashion goods if you 
don’t have slaves?” 

“We have workers, remember? They are paid to do a 
job.” Tyler grinned, and Blessed discovered that he much 
more liked this expression on his slave’s face than the one 
of terror. 

“Ah. Yes. Wage slaves.” Blessed considered that he had 
come into this room with nothing but sexual conquest on his 
mind but found himself fascinated by the ideas of an alien 
culture. “If you do not care for war, how do you earn a 
powerful name?” 

“We are given our names at birth.” 

Blessed was dumbfounded. “You did nothing to earn it?” 

“Nope. My parents just gave it to me.” Tyler considered 
Blessed for a long moment. “What’s your name?” 

In a flash he realized he’d been so intent on dominating 
his new playmate that he hadn’t even introduced himself. “| 
am Blessed Despair.” 

Tyler’s eyebrows rose. “Really? That’s your name?” 

Concerned that he was being slighted somehow made 
Blessed expand his chest and flex his arms. 

“Whoa, cowboy. I’m not making fun of you.” Tyler lifted 
his hand open and out to show Blessed he did not have a 
weapon. How curious. It must be a custom of his people. 

“What does my name mean to you?” 

“Well, blessed is like something from God. Like, if crops 
are wilting in the sun, and rain comes, we would call that a 
blessed event because the rain saved the food. But despair 
is sad. It’s when all hope is lost. So, put together, it’s like a 
happy sadness. Or godsent tragedy. It’s cool. Really.” 

Blessed considered this. “On my planet it means that 
when | come, my kind rejoices and others fall to misery.” 

“Given that you’ve conquered five worlds, that makes 
sense.” 

“What does your name mean?” 

“Nothing, really. My first name is my father’s middle 
name, and my last name shows my history, | guess.” 


They were silent for a time. 

“I would like to fuck you now.” Blessed found that he was 
aroused by talking to this curious creature. “I would like to 
talk more, but | would like to fuck first.” 


Chapter 7 


Tyler felt all the breath leave his body in a rush. Just 
looking at Blessed’s massive cock made his ass hurt. No 
way would that thing fit inside him. Sure, he’d seen some 
pretty freaky stuff on the Internet—who hadn’t?—but just 
because some dude could cram an enormous dildo up his 
ass didn’t mean Tyler could. And he really didn’t want to find 
out if one way or another Blessed could make it fit because 
doing so probably involved a lot of pain. 

“Look, Blessed. | like talking to you, too. And I’m turned 
on even though | can’t quite understand why, but you are 
just way too big for me.” Tyler looked down at his cock and 
then up into his eyes. “I didn’t think it was possible, but you 
actually have a prick that is too big to fuck.” 

Blessed looked at his cock and up to Tyler. “Turn around.” 

Fear tightened his skin so strongly he literally pulled into 
the center line of his body to present the smallest possible 
target. “Please don’t make me do this.” 

Frowning, Blessed tilted his head. “I wish to examine 
you.” 

Tyler was afraid that if he turned around, Blessed would 
just pounce on him. But then again, even if Tyler didn’t 
willingly offer up his ass, it wouldn’t take all that much effort 
on Blessed’s part to make him give it up. The guy was 
fucking huge. He could toss Tyler around like a rag doll. 

Reluctantly, he uncrossed his legs, got on his knees, and 
turned away from Blessed. 

“Bend over.” 

Again, Tyler felt he really had no choice. He dropped 
down into doggy position. Sadly, it had always been one of 
his favorite ways to give or to get sex. After this, he 
probably would never enjoy it again. But then again, it 
wasn’t likely he was going to get with another human. Or 
maybe he would. For all he knew Blessed had a whole bunch 
of human slaves. Maybe he was a real kinky freak who liked 
to make all his slaves fuck for his amusement. 


When he felt Blessed’s massive hands against his 
buttocks, he tensed. 

“Relax. | said | will not hurt you. | will hold to my word.” 
Blessed massaged Tyler’s buttocks gently. “You enjoyed the 
probe on the stage.” 

“I thought | was dreaming.” 

“Of being sold?” 

“Yeah. My dreams can get pretty wild.” 

“Relax and let me look at you. | will do no more than 
look.” After a long pause, Blessed added, “I swear to this on 
my honor.” 

Since trust had to start somewhere, Tyler decided to go 
with his gut and allow Blessed to examine him. The man 
was a warrior after all, and it was pretty clear after the initial 
need to put Tyler in his place, he wasn’t a simpleminded 
bully. Besides, maybe once he realized they simply weren’t 
compatible, he would let Tyler go. Or at least find something 
else for him to do rather than be his sex toy. 

Tyler relaxed and allowed Blessed to part his cheeks. He 
waited, wondering what was going through the warrior’s 
mind. Did he think he’d been ripped off by the auctioneer? 
Tyler flashed to what he’d done on stage. No wonder 
Blessed thought he’d love to have something, anything, up 
his ass. He’d practically danced around after the probe had 
been put in there, and he didn’t think he’d ever come so 
hard. Or so much. 

“You are very small.” 

Blessed’s breath caressed Tyler’s buttocks and teased his 
hole, sharpening his awareness to that one very tiny spot on 
his body. He waited for Blessed to release him, but he didn’t. 
Just what in the world was he thinking? 

“I want—” 

Tyler waited for Blessed to finish, but when he didn’t, 
Tyler looked back over his shoulder. Blessed’s face was 
scrunched up as if he were searching desperately for 
something to say. But what? 

“| would like to taste you.” 


The memories of Blessed’s long, pointy teeth tightened 
Tyler’s ass right back up. 

Blessed frowned at his reaction and then narrowed his 
eyes. “I meant to lick, not to bite.” 

“Oh.” Tyler faced the top of the bed again. He thought 
that maybe Blessed was trying seduction rather than 
outright force. “If | ask you to stop, will you?” 

A long beat of silence made him look back. 

“You are very demanding for a slave.” 

“I asked. | didn’t demand.” 

Blessed sighed. “I will cease if you do not like what I do.” 

“Okay, then.” Tyler turned away, waiting for contact. 
When it came, he was woefully unprepared for the sheer 
pleasure of Blessed’s gentle licking. God, his touch was like 
velvet as he slipped his tongue around in a circle. Tyler 
looked back and realized that Blessed’s tongue was very 
long and pink. It looked like a human tongue, if not a bit 
more pointed, and the color was different, but it matched 
Blessed’s coloring. And then he slid his tongue up Tyler’s 
ass, making him close his eyes and utter a sound that he 
didn’t think he’d ever made before. It was a cross between a 
cry of surrender and one that begged for more. It was like 
having a very long, flexible cock up his ass that instinctively 
knew all the hot spots. When Blessed removed his talented 
tongue, Tyler turned to see what was wrong because he sure 
as hell hadn’t asked him to stop. 

“You like that.” 

It wasn’t a question, not the way he said it, but Tyler 
answered anyway. “That was unreal.” 

“As in fake?” Blessed cocked one eye at him. 

“As in out of this world. It was unlike anything I’ve ever 
felt before.” 

“I will continue.” 

Tyler didn’t even get a chance to answer before 
Blessed’s tongue was once again wriggling and probing his 
ass. Holy mother of mercy, he swore he was going to come. 
Nothing on Earth had ever made him this ready to blow this 


fast. Just as he was on the brink of no return, Blessed pulled 
away. 

“You are so dangerously tempting.” 

Before he knew what was happening, Blessed left the 
bed, striding over to the far side of the room. Tyler turned 
and sat, enjoying the backend view of his ever-more-curious 
master. His buttocks were tight, but not high. They were low 
because the muscles of his thighs dominated his lower 
frame. From the back, he looked built like a speed skater. 

Blessed retrieved a bag from near the entrance door, 
turned, and then came back to the bed. Each step swung his 
cock from side to side in a hypnotic swing. It certainly 
wouldn’t fit inside Tyler, but that didn’t mean he didn’t want 
to play with it. Mainly, he wanted to explore the strosan. As 
Blessed moved, it, too, moved by coiling and uncoiling 
around his dick. If nothing else, Tyler would like to see him 
climax. 

That thought drew his gaze down below the massive 
proportions of his cock, but he didn’t see any balls. He 
frowned and tilted his head. Maybe they were internal. He 
kept looking, thinking that there would be some kind of 
telltale lump or something beneath his reddish skin. 

“Why do you stare so intently at my cock?” Blessed put 
the bag on the bed. “Come forward if you would like to 
inspect me.” 

They said that curiosity killed the cat, but since Tyler was 
a man, he figured he was relatively safe. He moved toward 
the end of the bed. 

“I will stand to let you look, touch, and even taste.” 
Blessed reached down and cupped Tyler’s chin. “Show me 


your teeth.” 
Tyler opened his mouth. 
Blessed chuckled. “Very small and blunt. Still, | do not 


want you to bite me.” 

“| wasn’t planning on it.” 

“Good. Look.” Blessed spread his legs a bit and put his 
fists on his hips. Strands of his long black hair fell forward, 


tangling down his chest, which Tyler realized did not have 
nipples, just as he’d said. It was strange but he still looked 
good. Like a human who had been amped up through some 
kind of experiment. Or steroids. 

Deliberately, Tyler reached under Blessed’s cock and 
touched the skin. It was harder than he thought it would be. 
Almost like toughened leather. “You don’t have balls.” 

“Balls? That word is not translating correctly for me.” 

“Testicles.” Tyler cupped his own. “It’s what holds my 
sperm for conception.” 

“lam not a breeder.” 

“You're sterile?” 

Clearly taking affront, Blessed declared, “I am clean.” 

“No, | mean, did they cut them off?” Tyler cupped his 
balls and pantomimed cutting them off. Blessed made a 
face of such horror it almost made Tyler laugh. “So you just 
weren’t born with any balls, but you won out in the massive 
cock department.” He shook his head. “That’s some kind of 
deal.” 

“Breeders have a sac within the body that produces the 
products of conception. They must have a host to implant.” 

“A female.” 

Blessed nodded. “Yes. They are not sentient.” 

“Your women aren't intelligent?” 

“No. They breed just like the breeder. | am a neutral.” 

“So, when you reach your moment of pleasure, do you 
ejaculate like | did on stage?” 

“Yes.” 

“But it’s not for conception.” 

“No. It is for release. A fluid builds up inside, here.” 
Blessed took Tyler’s hand in his and pressed his palm to the 
spot on his abs that was right above his prick. “Before | went 
to war, | let it build up until the pressure made me slightly 
crazed. It is a good way to go into battle.” 

Tyler didn’t doubt that for a moment. He knew when he 
hadn’t gotten off for a while he got grumpy as hell. Multiply 
that frustration by several times over and sure, he could see 


Slapping on some shitkickers and stomping his way to world 
domination. 

“I would then find satisfaction with one of the conquered 
people.” Blessed grinned, exposing his dangerous teeth. “It 
was doubly satisfying.” 

“You raped them?” Tyler moved back just a bit. 

“Force? No. They submit willingly to appease me so | 
don’t destroy everything in my path. But | do not wage war 
anymore.” Blessed looked at him with slightly widened eyes. 
“Are you a breeder?” 

“On my planet we have males and females. No neutrals. 
Everyone is able to breed. | mean, unless we use 
contraception, or there’s an accident or something.” Tyler 
again cupped his balls. “What did you think this was for?” 

“I thought it would grow up into your cock as you were 
aroused. The Zadif’t male has a cock that does that, but the 
balls are about the size of your skull.” 

“Christ! Is every male in the universe packing heat but 
humans?” 

“A Zadif’t male is twice my size, so comparatively, his 
cock is no bigger than mine.” Blessed looked again at Tyler’s 
balls. “So that does not add to your girth or length?” 

“Nope. It just hangs there.” 

They examined one another for a bit longer. Other than 
the big differences, their cocks were amazingly similar. 

“Can | taste you?” Tyler was curious what Blessed tasted 
like. 

“You wish to lick my ass as | did to you?” 

“I was hoping to taste your cock.” Tyler cupped his hands 
around the shaft. 

“You may.” Blessed watched him, his lids lowered over 
his eyes, which turned the red darker. 

Tentatively, Tyler extended his tongue and swiped it 
across the tip of Blessed’s prick. He wasn’t expecting the 
reaction he got, which was Blessed stepping back so fast he 
yanked his dick right out of Tyler’s hands. 


Chapter 8 


Blessed had to retreat or he would have released all over 
Tyler’s face. That would have been a rather shocking 
Surprise, considering he would not be prepared for such a 
deluge. What utterly stunned Blessed was that all Tyler had 
done was lick him. Something about him, his tongue, or the 
fact it had been ages since Blessed had been so fully 
engaged with another, made him peak far too early. 

“I’m sorry. Did | hurt you?” Tyler seemed baffled but not 
afraid, which was progress, considering how he had been 
when Blessed first entered the room. To be fair, Blessed had 
been trying to frighten him, but not any longer. For the first 
time, he was finding a novel experience in getting to know a 
man he wished to mate with. In all his life, from conquered 
worlds to those neutrals who fought by his side, Blessed 
didn’t recall ever conversing so much in prelude to sex. 
Before, during, or after, there was very little said beyond 
grunts, growls, and groans. 

Unsure what to say, because he certainly didn’t want 
Tyler to know how excited he was, Blessed opened the bag 
that his servants had waiting for him. Inside, he found a 
wide variety of sex toys and unguents, all small enough to 
work on his latest plaything. 

“I wish to show you something.” 

“Sure.” Tyler leaned back. From his body language it was 
clear he was no longer afraid, and that was good. Blessed 
enjoyed dominating his partners, and he’d even reveled in 
their fear, but this with Tyler was unique. Generally, he liked 
his partners willingly on their knees. Although, if Tyler licked 
him again, he wasn’t so sure which of them would be the 
true master. Unafraid of the unknown, Blessed decided he 
would continue with this until he grew bored. So far, it was 
the only thing in his retirement which had engaged him for 
any length of time. 

Looking through the contents of the bag, he pulled out a 
simple unguent but then wondered if it would hurt his alien 


Slave. Using his mental link, he conferred with his devotee, 
who assured him the products in the glide would be safe to 
use on Tyler. Everything placed in the bag was appropriate 
for use with a creature from Earth. Reassured, Blessed set 
the bottle aside while he looked for a small toy he could 
insert into Tyler’s bottom. 

“Ah.” Blessed held it up. “This is similar to the probe that 
was placed in you on the auction block. It will give you great 
pleasure.” Blessed failed to mention that it would do so at 
his behest. He alone controlled the device. “You enjoyed 
that earlier, did you not?” 

“Yeah.” Tyler grinned, showing again his curious teeth. 
They were not unattractive but only differently shaped than 
Blessed’s. 

“I will give you satisfaction if you allow me to find the 
same.” At Tyler’s worried expression, Blessed clarified, “On 
worlds | have conquered, | have come across species 
Smaller than you.” 

“And you managed to fit your dick in them?” 

“Penetration is not the only way to find release.” Blessed 
thought this was obvious, but then again, he did not quite 
know all there was to know about the ways of Earthlings. 
“Do you only enjoy penetration?” 

“No. | mean, yeah, | like to get it and | like to give it, but | 
like other stuff, too.” Tyler grinned. “What did you have in 
mind?” 

With an economy of motion, Blessed had the small 
cylinder inserted into Tyler. 

“It’s not doing anything.” 

“I haven’t activated it.” Blessed climbed up on the bed to 
lie on his back, with Tyler resting on top of him. Since Tyler’s 
back was to Blessed’s chest, they were both able to look up 
into the mirror. Tyler was so pale against the red of Blessed’s 
Skin it was a visually interesting contrast. He fit atop him so 
perfectly it was as if he were made for him. 

“Prepare yourself for me.” Blessed put the slicker into 
Tyler’s hand. 


“Uer” 

“You will slick up the inside of your thighs for me.” 

“Gotcha.” Tyler sat up, his tight little buns against the 
lowest part of Blessed’s abdomen. Back behind that wall of 
taut muscle was the sac that held his products of release. 
The Krase word did not translate into other languages at all, 
but in slang terms it was called a detaf, which was a device 
one punched to dissipate tension. 

Blessed was expecting Tyler to slather himself, but 
instead, he grasped the shaft of Blessed’s cock and stroked 
the slicker over him while sucking the tip. A surge of longing 
almost made Blessed lose control, but he dug his hands into 
the hard bed to hold himself back. What in the universe was 
it about Tyler? He wanted to tell him to stop, but Blessed 
was afraid to let him know how intense his reaction to his 
mouth was, so instead, he sat up, wrapped one massive arm 
across Tyler’s chest, and pulled him back until they were 
lying flat. As soon as he had him in that position, Blessed 
lowered his hands to Tyler’s hips. 

“Press your legs tightly together.” While holding him 
steady, Blessed rocked his hips, sawing his prick in the tight 
Space made by Tyler’s oh-so-soft thighs. It was glorious. And 
then, to his surprise, Tyler made things even better. Using 
his surprisingly strong hands, Tyler cupped them around the 
Shaft of Blessed’s cock so that when he thrust up, Tyler 
pressed down, forcing Blessed’s prick to slide against 
Tyler’s. 

Determined to give back as good as he received, Blessed 
activated the device in Tyler’s bottom so that it released a 
series of gentle vibrations. 

“Oh, God.” 

“You like?” Blessed asked even though he could clearly 
see Tyler’s reaction by looking up into the mirror. 

“Its amazing. Like a little finger pressing all the right 
spots.” 

Blessed held tight to Tyler’s hips while he lifted his 
strosanand wrapped it around Tyler’s prick. Molding it to his 


dimensions, he made a tidy little sheath for him to fuck. At 
the top of Tyler’s cock, Blessed placed the tip of his strosan, 
which had a divot that could provide suction. As soon as he 
caused it to suck at Tyler’s prick, his reaction was profound. 

“Oh, fuck!” Tyler’s eyes rolled back, and his hands 
pressed down harder. 

“Are you near your release?” 

“Very. You?” 

“Bounce your bottom a bit.” 

When Tyler did as he commanded, his tight buttocks 
pressed down on Blessed’s detaf, but not hard enough. 
Cupping his hips, Blessed forced him to bang against his 
body as he turned the device in Tyler’s bottom up, making it 
vibrate faster and firmer. 

Right before release, their gazes met in the mirror. For a 
timeless moment, Blessed was tuned into Tyler so perfectly 
it was as if they had always been looking for the other. It 
was madness, as what god would bind such unlikely 
species? Still, the intensity was there, and then Blessed felt 
something else. Intimacy. He had never done anything like 
what he’d done tonight. As they worked their bodies 
together, each hungry for release, there was more, too. A 
curious bonding of sorts. 

Tyler’s body went rigid as he climaxed. The force of his 
ejaculation pushed aside the tip of Blessed’s_ strosan, 
splattering his release on both of them and the bed. Blessed 
marveled that the products of his body were white. He’d 
seen him on stage, but he’d thought the coloring was a trick 
of the lighting. In a way, he was glad it wasn’t. Their 
differences were arousing and interesting. 

Moments later, Blessed felt the muscles around his detaf 
clench, pushing everything out all at once. Luckily, Tyler was 
still holding his hands to the shaft of Blessed’s prick, so the 
jet of dark blue splattered Tyler’s belly and not his face. 
Blessed could not remember a release so intense. His relief 
was profound. When he finished looking at the mark of his 


pleasure on his newest slave, he found his gaze drawn back 
to Tyler’s. 

In the mirror, their gazes met, held, and Blessed swore 
he felt emotions toward his slave. Furious, frightened, 
Blessed rolled Tyler off his body and left him there on the 
bed as he retreated into the bathroom. 


Chapter 9 


After the most exquisite orgasm in his life, Tyler was 
unceremoniously dumped onto the bed. The device in his 
bottom abruptly stopped, and the warmth of Blessed’s blue 
ejaculate turned suddenly cold. 

Unsure what the hell had just happened, Tyler removed 
the toy and then looked around for something to clean up 
with. He went to the room that he thought was the 
bathroom, found a stack of towels, grabbed one, and then 
cleaned himself up as best he could. 

For a moment, he thought he and Blessed had shared 
something beyond the physical, but apparently he’d been 
wrong. Reading an alien’s features and trying to understand 
his motives were probably a waste of time. Still, Tyler was 
hurt. He’d enjoyed what they’d done. In all his life, he’d 
never done anything like that, and he thought Blessed had 
enjoyed it, too. But from his reaction it was clear he hadn't. 
Or had he? 

Maybe Blessed’s kind had to attend to some odd 
personal hygiene issue right after sex. But if that were the 
case, why hadn’t he come into the bathroom? After cleaning 
himself up, and noticing that Blessed’s fluid dyed his skin 
Slightly, Tyler returned to the bed. Rather than climbing on 
top, he settled on the edge, staring at the door Blessed had 
gone through. 

Tyler frowned because the room had seemed empty to 
him when he'd examined it. Maybe it was a teleporter like 
on Star Trek. For all he knew, Blessed was done with him and 
the invisible man would soon return, put his collar on, and 
sell him to someone else. Or perhaps this was where Tyler 
would live out the rest of his life. All kinds of strange new 
alien life forms would bid on the pleasure of having him fora 
few hours. 

The thought alone made Tyler dig his fist into the 
blankets of the bed. He hadn’t been with Blessed long, but 
he’d become rather fond of him. He thought they had been 


getting along splendidly. But maybe his perceptions were 
off. Blessed was an alien after all. If Blessed wasn’t his 
owner, then that would mean the auctioneer was going to 
pimp Tyler out. For some reason he imagined the tabloid 
headline would read / was pimped by an alien. 

He looked up at the mirror over the bed and realized it 
could very well be one-way glass. A camera, or the alien 
equivalent, could have recorded the whole encounter and 
telegraphed it live, or maybe there was a huge market for 
underground alien porn. Although, in that case, it would be 
Tyler who would be the alien. That would mean his tabloid 
headline would change to / was an alien porn star. 

Either way, he wasn’t happy with the whole idea of it. 
Not that it was a moral objection. If people, or aliens, 
wanted to participate in or buy porn, he didn’t have a 
problem with that at all. What he had an issue with was the 
fact he hadn’t been given a choice. And what would this 
mean when he grew too old to be attractive? Or worse, what 
if there were aliens out there who found old earthlings sexy? 
The thought of still sexing up strange creatures when he 
was geriatric made him feel ill. He was only twenty-six, but 
just the idea of the next fifty or sixty years stretching before 
him with one depraved sex act after another with a platoon 
of strange beings... 

Before he could delve any deeper into those disturbing 
thoughts, Blessed emerged from the empty room. His cock 
was relaxed and his strosan was wrapped around it in such a 
way it made a little pouch. It kind of made him look smooth 
like a Ken doll. 

Tyler looked up to his face, but Blessed’s gaze was 
elsewhere. As he entered, the entire room changed color 
from black to the most hideous shade of orange Tyler had 
ever seen. 

“What the hell is up with this room?” Tyler figured that 
was a Safer conversation than finding out exactly what had 
happened between them only moments ago or what would 
happen between them in the coming moments. 


“It is based on the dominant person’s mood.” 

“And your mood is ugly orange?” 

“Stand.” Blessed retrieved the collar he had taken off. 

Reluctantly, Tyler stood. Unable to read Blessed’s mood 
the way the room could, he stayed very still, hoping that he 
wouldn’t anger him or annoy him or whatever the hell he’d 
done wrong. 

Blessed strode over to him, obviously intent on binding 
him back up. The collar was inert in his hand, and Tyler 
figured it wouldn’t start up with the blinking until it was back 
around his neck. It hadn’t been uncomfortable, but he 
hoped that he and Blessed had moved past that untrusting 
stage in their relationship. 

Relationship? Tyler shook his head. The only kind of 
liaison they had was one of master and slave. Maybe Tyler’s 
silly brain had only imagined those moments of interest and 
intimacy. Perhaps the thing in his brain that helped him 
interpret language also forced him to see whatever would 
be best for the alien. In this case, Blessed had wanted Tyler 
to feel at ease, so he’d allowed him to imagine an emotional 
closeness that simply wasn’t there. 

“Do not dare to shake your head at me.” Blessed 
stopped about a foot away from Tyler. His massive fist 
tightened on the collar. 

“I wasn’t shaking my head at you but at my own 
stupidity.” 

Blessed’s eyes narrowed, and his nostrils flared. “Lift 
your head.” 

Tyler did as ordered. When Blessed stepped close to put 
the sleek metal collar around his neck, Tyler quietly asked, 
“What did | do wrong?” 

“Silence.” 

“| thought we were having a good—” 

“Speak out again and | will strike you.” 

Tyler’s eyes went wide as he closed his mouth. Why in 
the world was Blessed so angry? Tyler scanned over the 
events of the last few hours, but he couldn’t think of 


anything he’d done wrong. Maybe his faux pas was 
inadvertent. Perhaps he was supposed to warn Blessed 
before he climaxed so that he could have pulled his strosan 
away. For all Tyler knew, creaming all over the tip of it might 
be the most disgusting thing possible to a creature like 
Blessed. It could be as if someone had defecated on Tyler 
during sex. That would be so gross and a total turnoff. As 
unfair as it was that Blessed hadn’t told him what was and 
wasn’t permissible, that didn’t mean Tyler could reprimand 
him now. 

“Are you going to sell—” 

Blessed’s hand came up, and Tyler cringed back, 
knocking himself off balance so that he landed on the bed. 
He lifted his hands to cover his face. “I forgot! I’m sorry!” 

Using the newly replaced collar for leverage, Blessed 
grasped it and bodily lifted Tyler off the bed. He held him up 
with one powerful arm while Tyler tried to steady himself by 
dancing around on his tiptoes. 

“You will be punished for disobeying me.” 

Wisely, Tyler kept his mouth shut. Ever so slowly Blessed 
lowered him until his feet were flat against the floor. Rather 
than step away, Blessed stayed right where he was, but he 
did let go of the collar. His hand strayed down Tyler’s body 
until he stroked his nipple. Trying not to react, Tyler 
clenched his entire body tight, but this only heightened the 
sensation of Blessed’s rough finger over his nipple. 

Around and around Blessed went until the pleasure was 
almost painful. As soon as he sensed Tyler’s distress, he 
moved over to the other nipple and did the same small, 
focused torture. It was almost as strangely frightening as 
the blast of ecstasy the invisible man had given him. But 
this was far more terrifying in that Blessed didn’t need to 
use something that probed into Tyler’s brain. He was able to 
torture him with pleasure just by touching him. 

Slowly but surely, Tyler’s cock enlarged. How the hell he 
could get hard again after that prodigious climax, not to 
mention the one he’d performed on stage, Tyler had no clue. 


When Blessed lifted his other hand so that he could 
simultaneously caress both nipples, Tyler winced his eyes 
closed, but he didn’t cry out or attempt to move away. 
Instinctively, he knew if he did that, it would only give 
Blessed an excuse to punish him more. Just when he didn’t 
think he could take any more stimulation, Blessed’s hands 
moved down to his hips. Opening his eyes, Tyler looked at 
his owner right as he spun him around, facing him toward 
the bed. 

On the tip of Tyler’s tongue rested a dozen pleas. He 
didn’t let any of them free. Begging Blessed to let him go 
wouldn’t do anything but make him go forward. Asking him 
not to violate his bottom practically ensured that he would. 
Breathless and shaking with dread, Tyler waited to be 
shoved forward and ruthlessly mounted. What he felt 
instead was a curious slip-sliding thing from the nape of his 
neck near the collar, down his spine, to right where his 
buttocks split. He looked up at the mirror and realized that 
Blessed was licking his way down Tyler’s back. 

When he got to his bottom, Blessed reached up and 
pushed Tyler face-first into the bed. He landed sharply, 
exhaling a big whoosh of air. Before he could recover, his 
legs were yanked apart, Blessed knelt on the bed between 
them, and then his tongue continued down into the cleft of 
Tyler’s ass. 

When he reached the puckered skin of his hole, Blessed 
flicked the pointed tip of his tongue around and around, just 
like he’d done with his fingers on his nipples. In fact, as Tyler 
felt him make that motion on his bottom, he felt the same 
on his nipples. It had to be either an illusion, or some alien 
trick that Blessed was able to accomplish using the collar. 
Whatever was causing the dual sensations, it left Tyler 
incapacitated to do anything but lie very still. What was so 
strange to him was that he wasn’t sure if he was submissive 
because he feared Blessed or because he feared if he 
moved the alien would stop. 


Deeper his tongue went until he was plunging it in and 
out of Tyler’s ass. Each time he entered, he would then 
probe the tender spot against his prostate. It was so wildly 
strange and almost obscene, but that didn’t mean Tyler 
wanted the motion to end. Being tongue fucked felt just as 
good as rubbing up on one another had. 

As he continued his wicked work, Blessed’s breathing 
rate increased, and it became ever more clear to Tyler that 
he was enjoying what he did. No creature could fake those 
low growls of enjoyment. Right as Tyler was going to release 
another fantastic climax, Blessed rolled him over, plunged 
his finger inside him, and then sucked his cock into his 
mouth. The simultaneous stimulation pushed Tyler right 
over the edge into total oblivion. 

Tyler came so hard that he was breathless and weak 
once the shakes left him. Dazed, he opened his eyes and 
looked down. Blessed released Tyler’s prick from between 
his lips. When their eyes met, Tyler felt that curious 
connection again, but it was gone when Blessed blinked and 
turned away. Was it self-defense that caused Blessed to look 
away? Tyler wasn’t certain, but he felt that Blessed was 
feeling the same thing he was. There was a connection 
between them. As strange as it was for that to happen so 
soon and to creatures who were very different, it was 
nonetheless there. 

Blessed rose from the bed and turned his back on Tyler. 
He stood still, but every muscle that Tyler could see was 
taut. Was he angry? For all Tyler knew he was furious that he 
found his new slave so interesting. AS a warrior, maybe 
Blessed relied on his aloof nature to remain dispassionate. 
Tyler didn’t know a lot about human psychology, but he 
thought that soldiers had to be conditioned against falling 
victim to their own humanity. It simply wouldn’t do to have a 
soldier questioning the morality of killing while he was in the 
middle of a battle. Extrapolating from that, even though 
Blessed wasn’t human, he was probably taught not to give a 
crap about anything, especially not the feelings of others. 


Sharing led to caring, which could lead to love. Or maybe he 
was just fooling himself. 

Tyler wanted to ask him what was wrong, and what he 
could do to fix whatever it was that he’d done, but Blessed 
had made it clear he didn’t want him talking. Although, to 
be fair, getting punished like that pretty much ensured that 
Tyler would defy him more. Maybe that was the purpose. 
Defiance turned to willing submission in the face of 
exquisite pleasure. With enough conditioning, Tyler wouldn’t 
even have to defy him openly anymore. Eventually, 
whenever he saw Blessed, he would gladly get on his knees 
for punishment. 

After what seemed forever, Blessed moved, but not the 
direction Tyler thought he would. Rather than turning toward 
him so they could talk about what the hell was going on, 
Blessed marched over and grabbed the leash off the floor. 
He spun and faced Tyler, gently moving the slinky coil of 
metal links from one hand to the other, almost as if he were 
debating what to do with it. 

“Come here.” 

Tyler thought he might beat him with the length of metal 
rope, but he decided it wasn’t likely given how this culture 
chose to dole out discipline. Swallowing down his 
trepidation, Tyler moved over until he was standing in front 
of Blessed. He looked up, but Blessed would not meet his 
gaze. Instead, he focused his attention on his collar while he 
reattached the leash. 

Terrified that Blessed was going to return him now that 
he’d used him as thoroughly as a tissue, Tyler swallowed his 
pride. He wasn’t going to grovel and beg to stay with 
Blessed. If he didn’t want Tyler, then Tyler didn’t want him, 
either. Besides, even if he got down on his knees begging 
and crying, it wouldn’t do any good. Men like Blessed were 
hardened when it came to the cries of alien species. Just 
looking at the tattoo on his face reminded Tyler that Blessed 
had stomped his way across the surface of five planets. 


When Blessed reached out, Tyler prepared himself for 
anything, but not his gentle stroke down and across his belly 
and chest. When Tyler looked, he realized Blessed was 
tracing over the light blue stain his release had made on 
Tyler’s bronzed flesh. On Earth, Tyler was considered pretty 
tan, but here, compared to the dark maroon of Blessed’s 
Skin, he looked positively pale. 

“You mark so easily.” 

Rather than answer with words, Tyler nodded. He looked 
at Blessed, wondering if he had left a corresponding mark, 
but there wasn’t anything there other than beautiful, 
burnished skin. 

Blessed dropped the end of the leash and walked away. 

Unsure what was happening, Tyler stayed right where he 
was and waited. Eventually, Blessed returned. He was 
dressed in his clinging pants, his wrist gauntlets, and his 
massive boots. He lifted up the leash, turned, and strode 
toward the door. 

Tyler followed because he knew if he didn’t the leash 
would just yank him along anyway. Blessed wouldn’t even 
have to strain to pull him behind him. He didn’t want to look 
like a disobedient dog being dragged by an angry master, so 
he double-timed his steps to keep up with Blessed. 

They left the room and went back along the same path 
the invisible man had led Tyler up. When they reached the 
lobby, or what Tyler thought of as the lobby, he realized that 
this time it wasn’t deserted. This time, there were all kinds 
of curiously formed aliens, and every single one of them 
seemed to be looking right at Tyler. 

Oh, God, please don’t let him sell me off. Tyler glanced at 
the flash of uniquely structured creatures with skin the color 
of everything from curdled milk, to dog poo, to a blobulus 
creature with a sheen like gelatin. Some had one eye, some 
had two, but most seemed to have at least three. All of 
them were looking at Tyler, and he really couldn’t tell if they 
were hungry, horny, or both. 


Desperate to stay with Blessed, Tyler kept his steps lively 
so as not to do anything to piss him off. Distracted by an 
alien with purple hair that looked like spaghetti, he realized 
he needed to hustle to catch up or he would have too much 
tension in his leash. 

In his haste to get closer to his angry master, Tyler 
overcorrected and ran right into Blessed’s back. This threw 
Tyler off balance, and he stumbled to the floor. The leash 
went taut, and it pulled right out of Blessed’s hand. 

In slow motion, the leash crumpled to the floor. 

Tyler’s heart sped up when Blessed turned to glare at 
him. 

Obviously angry, Blessed put his fists on his hips. The 
hubbub in the general vicinity ceased, and Tyler knew 
without looking that every eye in the place was riveted. He 
wanted to utter a thousand apologies, but if he did he would 
violate Blessed’s order to remain silent. All Tyler could do 
was look up the powerful length of Blessed’s body and 
wonder what punishment he would mete out now. 


Chapter 10 


Blessed wanted to bellow at Tyler, but if he did, he would 
be displaying emotions around those he did not know. It 
would be foolish to do so. He reminded himself that a man 
of power did not yell because he didn’t need to. Everyone 
within earshot would listen attentively to him even if he 
whispered. Blessed held his tongue, reeled in his anger, and 
simply glared at his Earthling. 

Slowly, Tyler climbed to his feet. 

The hush that had fallen over the room deepened. 

Tyler gathered up his leash, and Blessed’s entire body 
tightened. If he showed defiance here, before all these 
curious eyes, he would destroy Blessed’s reputation forever. 
He should have gone over the rules with him. He should 
have had his devotee question Tyler at length to make sure 
he understood what was and wasn’t proper form in public. 
To his further consternation, Blessed’s devotee exited the 
elevators, entered the main room, and stood as transfixed 
as the others. 

Lowering his head, Tyler offered out the bundled-up 
leash. 

Everyone, including Blessed, heaved a sigh. Some were 
from disappointment, some, like Blessed’s, were of relief. 
Tyler had corrected his misbehavior in a curious way by 
showing his undying loyalty and subservience to Blessed. 
Moreover, his mark was clearly visible across his slave’s 
unusually pale flesh, which showed everyone Blessed hadn’t 
lost his prowess at all. 

Once he grasped the leash, he turned and walked away. 

Tyler followed right behind, as did Blessed’s devotee. In 
their wake, the citizens once again resumed their activities. 
Blessed figured there would be talk of him and his slave, but 
it would die down quickly, as there was no tale worth 
repeating. 

Since the city of Gerfal was encapsulated, the air was 
kept at a constant temperature that was tolerated by the 


many species who made Krase their home. The populace 
was a collection of those the Krase had conquered, but also 
their allies. The Krase Empire was vast. Over one hundred 
worlds made up the core of their dominion. Once a world 
was inducted into the union, the populace was free to live 
where they wished. Blessed felt perfectly at ease as he 
strode along. His city flat wasn’t far from here, so he didn’t 
bother with transport other than what his own strong legs 
could provide. His devotee was certainly used to Blessed’s 
whims if not his pace, so there was nothing—Tyler. 

As much as Blessed wanted to wrench his head around 
and check on his tender Earthling, he didn’t dare allow 
himself that indulgence. Instead, Blessed kept on walking 
but turned to give an order to his devotee. While he was 
looking at his servant, he managed to get a look at Tyler. 
What he saw made him long for another time of respite in 
the bathroom. 

Tyler’s lips were blue, his skin was so pale it was almost 
transparent, and he winced each time his bare feet touched 
the textured material of the walkway. If Blessed were truly 
indifferent, he would turn around and ignore the suffering of 
his slave. Blessed tried to do so, but something stopped him 
in his tracks. Blessed’s devotee stopped when he did and 
awaited his instructions. With a sigh of relief, Tyler stopped 
and waited, staring at him. It was clear from his obsessive 
attention he would do nothing to infuriate Blessed again. 

Since he had no good reason to stop, he didn’t offer 
either man with him an explanation. He was their master 
and didn’t owe them one. But he felt like he had to at least 
appear to have a reason. To that end, Blessed considered 
the entranceways of the nearest buildings. He looked at one 
and then the other as if debating which to enter. In a city 
like Gerfal, each massive building was an enclave unto itself. 
Some were clearly more exclusive than others, such as the 
place they’d just left, but most along this route were 
upscale. 


The nearest building looked promising in that it had 
several discrete international symbols placed along the 
entrance. Most seasoned travelers would know that this 
establishment provided everything from food to pleasure at 
a relatively high cost. Relative to the other nearby places, 
that is. Since Blessed had more funds than he could ever 
spend in several lifetimes, he wasn’t worried about the 
price. What he needed was a good excuse to enter. When he 
saw the small circle with a delicate thread trailing off it, he 
grinned. 

Perfect. 

Blessed turned toward the building. He took steps that 
were less ground eating than normal so that Tyler could 
keep up without running and doing any more damage to the 
bottoms of his feet. Devotee dutifully turned. Within 
moments they were inside the entryway of the building. It 
was much warmer in here, and the floor was covered with 
sinfully soft carpet, given how it cushioned Blessed’s 
footfalls. 

“Your graciousness.” A tall, thin Delutian greeted him 
and bowed twice. “I am Welson. Please tell me what we of 
Naftedell Building can do for your most welcomed 
patronage.” 

“| require items for my slave.” The symbol on the lower 
part of the doorway, that of a circle with a thread, 
symbolized the collar and leash of a slave. Since the auction 
house was right up the walkway, it wasn’t any wonder 
someone had the enterprising idea to put a slave outfitter 
nearby. By catering to exclusive clients, they assured 
themselves of having only the best citizens enter their 
building. 

“Ah, he is clearly unsuited to the conditions on Krase.” 
Welson looked Tyler over. “May |?” 

Blessed nodded, turned, and removed the leash from 
Tyler’s collar. He rolled it up and put it on his belt where his 
throwers usually rested. 


Welson moved around Tyler in a wide circle. He 
considered him from every angle. “He is exquisite.” 

Tyler’s gaze darted to Blessed, as if he were waiting to 
see if he agreed or not, so Blessed gave no reaction at all. 
He wasn’t going to let Tyler know how he felt, but the fact 
was Blessed fully agreed with the merchant. Tyler was 
stunning. Even cold with a blue stain across his chest and 
belly, there was just something about him that caused all 
creatures to look upon him with longing. Maybe it was the 
fact his skin was so light or that his hair was golden and his 
eyes blue. Or perhaps it was a combination of all these 
factors that made him alluring. As soon as the auctioneer 
had pulled him forth, Blessed had known he would have him 
no matter what the cost. 

“I think he would look wonderful in a modified Terse 
style.” 

Blessed had no idea what that was since he didn’t follow 
fashion. As a retired warrior, he was allowed to dress in 
items that closely resembled his uniform. 

“You will show me your skill with him and this style with 
one outfit, and then we shall see.” That way, Blessed 
wouldn’t be stuck with some horrible clothing that ruined 
the look of his slave. “I wish for him to look masculine, 
not...” He trailed off, unsure of the best way to describe the 
fashion he didn’t like where the males looked like children. 

“I will make the most of his features.” Welson bowed 
twice and then turned toward a large archway. “Follow the 
floating droid. It will lead you to a room where you can relax 
while waiting for my first creation.” 

Blessed did so with Tyler and devotee in close 
attendance. Once within the room, he was provided with 
tempting tidbits, drinks, and even a massage should he 
need one. Unusually edgy, Blessed chose an elixir known to 
have relaxing properties. He allowed devotee to have 
something if he wished, but he declined since he’d eaten 
while he waited for Blessed to finish his activities with Tyler 
at the auction house. 


Ignoring Tyler became more difficult as he stood silently 
moving his weight from one foot to the other. 

“Sit.” Blessed pointed to the cushioned cube that was in 
front of his chair. 

Tyler did as commanded. 

“Show me the bottom of your feet.” 

Tyler lifted both of them up at the same time. They were 
not bloody, but they were angry red and clearly sore. 
Blessed conferred with devotee and then sent him to fetch a 
healing salve. 

“I do this not out of kindness, but because you were 
expensive.” 

Tyler opened his mouth as if to speak, but ended up 
closing it and staying silent. 

Blessed was relieved. He didn’t want to punish him with 
pain, and he knew if he went to punish him with pleasure he 
was going to forget where he was and let loose a cry of 
possession. Instead, he closed his eyes and tried to rest 
until his drink came, but he found he was unable to do so. 
Rising, he paced along the length of the room. Back and 
forth he went, releasing the energy that seemed to be 
coiling around his cock. The memory of Tyler’s taste filled 
his mouth, and he tried to push it away, but he was 
unsuccessful. He couldn’t remember anything tasting like 
Tyler’s release. It was salty and yet had a curious kind of 
sweetness. It was delicious, and he found himself wondering 
if Tyler had produced another quantity. 

Surreptitiously, he looked at his balls, but they weren’t 
flatter than before. It seemed whether he was full or not his 
Sac seemed about the same size. Blessed realized he could 
ask, but he did not want to give Tyler any indication that he 
was interested in doing that to him again. But he was. He 
would like to do that to him while watching his expressive 
face. 

Devotee returned with the salve and tended to Tyler’s 
feet. The clothing merchant gave him a pair of socks to keep 
the healing properties of the cream close to his skin, but 


Blessed thought his real purpose was to keep a mess off his 
expensive carpets. Still, it didn’t matter since either way 
Tyler was taken care of. The last thing Blessed wanted was 
for any illness to befall him, and it had nothing to do with 
how much he had cost. Blessed wanted to protect him 
because he cared. And that was the first slide down the 
dangerous emotional slope, but he felt powerless to stop his 
decent. 

“I have the first outfit ready for your pleasure, your 
graciousness.” 

“Proceed.” 

A group of Delutians similar to Welson entered and 
surrounded Tyler. Blessed watched as they slid clothing on 
him, over him, and covered him completely. When they 
stepped away, Blessed had to take careful control of himself 
to not display his astonishment. Tyler was more stunning 
than he ever would have thought possible. Naked, he was 
riveting, but covered, he had a physical presence that 
demanded attention. 

The tailor had fashioned a shirt that matched the color of 
Tyler’s eyes. A darker jacket over that drew the eye down 
and then to the sides of his wide shoulders. The trousers 
were cut generously and of a fabric that looked soft enough 
that it would move with his steps, thus plastering it against 
his body and giving luscious hints of what lay below. 
Gathered at the ankle, the cuffs of the trousers went into 
Short-rise boots of black. After seeing the finished outfit, 
Blessed wanted to tear it all right back off. 

“And the finishing touch.” Welson put a covering over 
Tyler’s collar that made it virtually disappear. “This way, he 
is still controlled, but it doesn’t distract from the visual 
statement you wish your servant to make.” 

Blessed had to agree with that. It was amazing. He 
ordered more clothing and had devotee stay behind to work 
out delivery and payment. Blessed wanted to get Tyler 
home so he could remove his new clothing and have him 
again. 


With his feet clad in the cute little boots, Tyler was now 
able to walk without issue. Blessed thought he had covered 
everything very well. He was a private creature who didn’t 
like the idea of anyone having any idea about his mind. His 
thoughts, longings, and emotions were deeply personal. The 
very idea of sharing those with another made him almost ill 
with fear. And that almost made him stumble. He had 
always considered himself fearless, especially in the face of 
the unknown, but now, because of one tiny Earthling, he 
was practically jumping at shadows. It simply wouldn’t do. 

At his building, he entered, crossed the lobby, and took 
his private lift straight to the top. Once within his private 
sanctuary, he felt some of his tension dissipate. Here, the 
colors were sedate and soothing. Nothing too garish, 
nothing too bold. Blessed liked to be the only thing in his 
surroundings that stood out. But of course, now that Tyler 
was here, he would have to share that distinction with him 
as Tyler definitely contrasted his surroundings. 

As he’d requested, his servants had prepared food for 
the both of them. Blessed looked at the human food and 
frowned. It looked awful. 

“Is this what your kind eats?” 

Tyler considered the items and nodded. 

“What is it? And yes, you may speak when | ask you a 
question.” That might be the best order to have with Tyler 
so that he didn’t feel free to speak his mind whenever he 
wished. If he did that, Tyler would somehow lure Blessed 
into another deep discussion that would draw him closer. 

“That’s a hamburger, or at least it looks like one. That’s 
potato salad. This is a chocolate cake.” 

All down the row of alien foods, Tyler pointed and 
explained. Blessed still didn’t want to taste any of the items 
because he didn’t think they would meet well with his 
palate. On his side of the serving table there were several of 
his favorites, almost all of which involved raw meat with rich 
Sauces. There were some dishes that looked a little like 
Tyler’s salads, but they were raw sea vegetables that were 


so bitter most alien species couldn’t tolerate them even 
when they were used as a Spice. To drink, Blessed had the 
elixir of the gods, which was fermented tarrow. It was 
pungent, sweet, and had an alcohol content that wiped 
most species out after consuming a small amount. 

Tyler had no more desire to try Blessed’s foods than he 
had to try his, so they ate from their own dishes and kept 
wary attention on each other. 

“What will | do all day?” 

“Did | ask you a question?” 

“No.” Tyler went back to eating, but he seemed less 
inclined to continue. It was clear from his expressive 
features he was sad. 

“I will give you chores to do.” Blessed tried to think of 
some, but the only things that came to mind involved both 
of them in his playroom. “You will not be allowed to 
stagnate.” 

Nodding, Tyler set his dish aside. 

“You are finished?” 

He gave a half of a nod and then stood there, his 
beautiful eyes hidden by the way he kept his head down. 

“Look at me.” 

Tyler lifted his head. 

“What is wrong with you?” 

Tyler didn’t even have to think about what he was going 
to say. It all came tumbling out effortlessly. “I thought we 
were connecting in that room. It was enjoyable for both of 
us, or so | thought, but obviously | did something that 
sickened you because you left me while you went off to get 
a break for whatever it was that | did.” Tyler frowned. 
“Please tell me what I did wrong so that | don’t do it again.” 

If he chose to do so, Blessed could make everything all 
Tyler’s fault. He could blame his moodiness on him, but what 
purpose would that serve? There had only been the two of 
them in that room. Blessed didn’t need to save face to 
himself. But he felt telling Tyler would be too intimate, and 
he wasn’t certain if he was ready for that or not. 


“You pleased me.” Blessed kept his tone neutral. 

“Then why did you dump me off as if you were 
disgusted?” Clearly, Tyler’s feelings had been hurt by 
Blessed’s actions. 

“I wasn’t disgusted. | was done with you.” Blessed’s 
comment obviously stung Tyler's pride because he 
straightened. “You will find that | do not linger once | have 
had my release. If your kind does, then you will have to tend 
to yourself in some manner because | will not.” 

Rather than argue, Tyler just nodded. “Maybe next time | 
won't be so accommodating.” 

Blessed narrowed his eyes. “You know what will happen if 
you defy me.” 

“Yeah. You'll suck my dick some more. | can’t say it’s 
really all that much of a deterrent.” 

“Each time | punish you means that | bind you ever 
tighter to me. Eventually, l'II be able to look at you and 
make you climax.” 

“So?” 

“I would have total control over you that way.” 

“I still don’t see—” 

“I would isolate you.” 

Tyler frowned, considering what that would mean. 

“You would only be able to find release with me, and 
once | instilled that in you, | would keep you but never allow 
you to cast your gaze upon me again.” 

Tyler’s mouth dropped open. “That’s cruel.” 

“That’s the punishment that awaits you if you continue 
to defy me.” Blessed popped another sea vegetable into his 
mouth. “I am a kind and considerate master, but | will not 
be mocked.” 

“I wasn’t mocking you.” 

“You refused to follow my order.” 

“I forgot that you had told me to shut up.” Tyler uttered a 
noise of frustration. “Forgive me for not intuitively knowing 
how to be a perfect servant since lve never been 
someone's Slave before.” 


“Obviously.” 

Tyler frowned, but he didn’t turn away or say anything 
else. He was learning. Slowly but surely he would eventually 
become conditioned to Blessed’s needs. And if he had his 
way, Tyler would never have any idea that he felt anything 
for him other than desire. 


Chapter 11 


“| don’t understand why | can’t just look around. It’s not 
like I’m going to steal anything.” Tyler was shown to his 
quarters in the slave area and told to stay there until he was 
called for. Since Blessed owned the entire top floor of the 
building, his living space was roughly the size of the high 
school Tyler had attended on Earth, but Tyler was only 
allowed to stay in a very small room that was about fifteen 
feet square. It was nicely furnished with a bed, a chair—both 
fashioned in blocks like the furnishings at the hotel—and 
there there were other things that Tyler couldn’t even 
fathom a use for. Entertainment, perhaps, or personal 
hygiene. 

“You are a Slave, not a guest. Be happy that he did not 
order you bound in your room.” 

“Is that what happened to the last guy?” 

“That is none of your concern.” 

Tyler wanted to probe the slave master for more 
information, but he refused to discuss anything with Tyler 
other than where he would live, the rough timing of things in 
the household, and what Tyler should do if there was 
something he needed for his comfort. At that, Tyler had said 
he needed his freedom. The slave master hissed a vulgar 
expletive and departed after locking Tyler in his room. 

With nothing else to do, Tyler settled on the bed and 
looked up at the ceiling. No mirror in here, just smooth 
ceiling that was roughly the color of old coffee grounds. Gah. 
The color was slightly nauseating, so he turned his head and 
looked to his side. The walls were more of a cream color that 
was bland but soothing. There wasn’t any art or decorations 
on the walls. Apparently, slaves didn’t need any eye candy. 
After about ten minutes of rest, he rose and explored the 
curious items in his room. Baffled as to their use, he kept 
pushing and poking until he got one of them to do 
something. Unfortunately, it started to make a deafening 
noise that forced Tyler to put his hands against his ears. 


Eventually, the slave master returned and shut the thing 
off. He turned and slapped Tyler hard across the face. Since 
he had big hands, his strike damn near knocked Tyler out. 

“You idiot! Who turns on the disposal without shutting 
the cover?” 

“| didn’t know what it was.” Tyler stepped back before he 
could hit him again. Once was quite enough. 

Fury abruptly drained from the slave master’s features. 
“Didn’t the slave house condition you?” 

“I don’t know what that means.” 

After a long sigh that didn’t need to be translated, the 
Slave master explained what the unit was for. When Tyler 
needed to rid himself of personal waste, he would do so in 
the bin. When he was done, he closed the cover, pressed 
the button, and the waste would be removed. 

“When the unit is not needed, you may press this”—he 
pointed to a spot on the floor that Tyler had thought was a 
stain—“and it will fold away. Press it again and it will return. 
Use this lever to set the height needed for your body.” 

Tyler got it. He also understood that what had looked to 
him like an empty room at the hotel was actually the 
bathroom. When he described the other room he’d seen, the 
Slave master said that was the closet used to house 
cleaning supplies. The thing Tyler had thought was a 
terrifying toilet was actually a device for steam cleaning the 
fabrics in the room. Someday he’d probably laugh about his 
mistake, but not just yet. 

Tyler looked at the other strange device in his slave 
quarters. “And what’s that thing?” 

Again, he explained using clipped, concise terms. The 
second unit was for cleaning. Tyler could use whatever his 
species preferred, from water to sonic waves, or a scrubbing 
brush. The cleaning unit could be hidden away in the floor 
just like the waste disposal unit. 

Tyler thanked him for the explanations. “What am | to do 
until I’m called for?” Just the thought of sitting in this room 
for days at a stretch made his skin crawl. There wasn’t a 


window or anything to do other than attend to his personal 
hygiene. 

“There is visual and auditory entertainment.” The slave 
master took Tyler over to the head of the bed and pointed to 
the block that looked somewhat like a table. With a flick of 
his finger, a screen popped up on the ceiling above the bed. 
With a tap, he moved the screen to the far wall. He showed 
Tyler how to change the channels and the volume. What 
stunned him was the sheer amount of things he could 
watch. There were shows from all over the galaxy, most that 
made no sense to him at all because visually he couldn’t 
understand the information. 

“You don’t have three eyes.” The slave master showed 
him items that would likely be more pleasing to him. But 
what held his attention riveted was the learning channel. 
Here, he could watch videos on everything that was known 
about every species that was currently identified. 

“No Earthling stuff?” 

“You are one of the first. Soon, there will be an entry on 
your kind, but it takes time for the educators to put the 
presentations together.” 

“It’s like an encyclopedia of the universe.” 

“Do you have any other questions?” 

Tyler hesitated, but he figured he at least had to ask. 
“How many sexual slaves does Blessed have?” For some 
reason, Tyler imaged his room multiplied by a hundred, each 
one filled with a creature hungering for contact with their 
owner. 

The slave master frowned as he considered Tyler. “You 
are the only one.” 

Astonished, Tyler couldn’t help but smile since he was 
unique in Blessed’s household. However, his joy was short 
lived. 

“Once Blessed tires of you, he will either have you 
retrained to be a house slave, or he will sell you back to the 
auction house.” 


“Is that what happened to the others?” Tyler was certain 
that a man like Blessed had had many sexual slaves. 

The slave master offered a curt nod. 

Devastated, Tyler settled on the end of his bed. 

“Do not despair.” 

Tyler looked up. 

“No harm will come to you. As one of the first Earthlings, 
you are extremely valuable. It is unlikely that any citizen 
would buy you in order to harm you. Not when your cost is 
so exorbitant.” 

“How much did Blessed pay for me?” 

“More than you can imagine.” The slave master 
shrugged. “Besides, it does not matter. You now belong to 
him until he decides otherwise.” He turned on his heel and 
left Tyler alone with his thoughts, which were jumping up 
and down in his head like a pack of crazed monkeys. 

Tyler wasn’t worried about Blessed hurting him, but he 
was concerned that he would soon grow bored with him. 
What did a sexual slave do to make himself irresistible to his 
owner? Tyler wasn’t sure. And he felt weird even having the 
thought. He should be scrambling to find a way out of here 
and off this planet, but that seemed so hopeless and 
unlikely he gave up before he even started. All he’d seen of 
the city was the massive buildings. Land must be at a 
premium since the buildings were literally built with no 
Space between them. To Tyler, they were like massive 
versions of New York brownstones, or perhaps the row 
houses in San Francisco. 

The other thing he’d noticed was the sidewalks were 
easily ten times the width of those on Earth, probably 
because of the sheer volume of foot traffic. Hundreds of 
creatures went whizzing by him, but Tyler didn’t really get 
any good looks at them. There seemed to be some type of 
transport in the middle of what would be the street in most 
American towns, but it wasn’t like anything he’d ever seen. 
Since his focus had been on keeping up with Blessed 
without running into him or ripping up his feet, he hadn’t 


really gotten a good look at that, either. But his overall 
impression was that he was an ant among giants. Since the 
buildings were so high and tightly packed, there were lights 
glowing everywhere. He imagined the sun, if there was one, 
only shone down on the street when it was directly 
overhead. There was an almost physical pressure of having 
all that weight looming above him. It had been disturbing to 
say the least. 

When they’d stopped suddenly, Tyler was afraid he’d 
somehow inadvertently angered Blessed. He worried that 
his teeth were chattering or his shivering made the leash 
feel jittery in his hand. Holding onto himself for warmth, 
Tyler had waited for Blessed to do something to him, but he 
never expected to be outfitted in custom-made clothing. 

Looking down at himself now, he marveled again at how 
light the fabrics were in relation to how strong and warm 
they were. When he’d asked one of the tailors, he’d said the 
cloth was intelligent in that it held or released heat given 
the comfort of the wearer. Should Tyler start to sweat, it 
would pour off heat. Should he shiver, it would trap heat. As 
fascinated as he was, he was unable to ask any more 
questions once they'd finished dressing him. 

Tyler wasn’t so sure about the fashion sense since he 
thought he looked like something from an eighties music 
video, what with the wide shoulders and tucked-in pant legs, 
but the reaction of Blessed changed his mind in a hurry. His 
eyes had turned from red to black, and Tyler knew that was 
one of his signs of arousal. Too, his strosan had flickered 
against his trousers, which, given how he’d had it in a pouch 
Shape for his softened prick, meant that he was getting hard 
and needed to make some room. Tyler hoped the other 
outfits would please him as much as this one obviously did. 
Keeping Blessed happy and interested seemed to be his 
ticket to survival. 

Relaxing on the bed, Tyler flipped back to the 
encyclopedia channel and then rolled through the selections 
until he came to Krase warriors. He then spent the next few 


hours learning about Blessed. The segment was pretty 
heavy on the propaganda, but at least he had a better 
understanding of their ways of mating. Just as Blessed said 
there were males, females, and neutrals. The females were 
oddly shaped compared to the males, who looked like 
smaller and less fierce versions of Blessed. They copulated 
via penetration, but the female had multiple uteri, much like 
a canine. Should she breed with multiple males, she would 
have children from different fathers. The child’s sex was 
determined by chromosomes in utero with only ten percent 
becoming neutral, which was considered their select class. 
To be born a neutral meant automatic benefits because 
Krase neutrals defended the rest of the population so they 
could continue breeding. 

The system was entirely different from what happened 
on Tyler’s planet. He couldn’t imagine a woman giving up 
her child for someone else to tend to. But the Krase females 
did. They didn’t rear any of their own offspring. Once a 
female had exited the breeding stage, she became a tender 
who took care of other breeders’ children. In this way, there 
was very little emotional attachment between caregiver and 
child. For a neutral, it was even more emotionally barren. 

As soon as a neutral was born, he—technically they were 
its, but the channel referred to neutrals as he so Tyler did, 
too—he was taken to a special school to be tended to until 
he was able to walk. Unlike humans, Krase were able to do 
this within a few months of being born. Their growth rate 
was staggeringly quick. While humans were still toddling 
around in diapers, neutrals like Blessed were learning how 
to fight. But it wasn’t all physical instruction. They were also 
well versed in the psychology of war, the practical 
applications, and the tragic results of ill-conceived battle 
plans. 

Tyler was rapt with attention throughout the entire 
segment, but he wished for even more details about the sex 
life of neutrals. Since the neutrals were sterile they didn’t 
breed, but they did require release. And lots of it. If their 


fluid built up for too long, a Krase neutral could suffer from 
battle rage. During this sickness, they broke from reality and 
Saw everyone around them as an enemy. A full-grown 
neutral in this fugue state would keep on killing until he ran 
out of energy or someone managed to strike him down. 
Most neutrals took care of matters long before the sickness 
could set in, but there were cases where they’d waited too 
long and madness compelled them on a killing rampage. 

Tyler shivered. He never wanted to see Blessed angry 
again. He was terrifying when he was pissed. He didn’t yell, 
scream, or bellow, he just had this silent fury that was far 
more frightening. Tyler vowed to do what he could to keep 
the peace, keep Blessed entertained, and hopefully keep 
himself with the devil he knew rather than the one he didn’t. 
Maybe, if he was very good, when Blessed grew weary of 
him he might return Tyler to Earth. 

After watching a few more shows about various aliens 
he’d seen since he’d arrived, Tyler started flipping idly 
through the channels. When he found one that seemed to 
be a porn channel, his eyes widened. He had to tilt his head 
all kinds of directions to make sense of what he was seeing. 
With such oddly formed bodies it was impossible to become 
aroused since he had no idea of what was going on. Unlike 
his satellite dish at home, there wasn’t a “coming up next” 
button, so he surfed around and then came back, hoping to 
see something of interest. Eventually, he lucked out and 
found a scene between two Krase neutrals. 

“Gay alien porn. Who would have thought it?” Tyler 
chuckled but then sobered. It really wasn’t gay since they 
weren’t male but neutral. It porn? Naw, that sounded weird. 
Neutral porn sounded like something for militant lesbians 
who eschewed penetration as a violation. “Screw it. | don’t 
care what it’s called as long as | learn something.” 

Unlike human porn, there was no effort to provide a 
storyline for the characters. They simply entered a room and 
started stripping down to fuck. Tyler was riveted for the 
entire scene. Like he’d learned in the encyclopedia entry, 


neutrals were referred to in the male gender in other 
languages. Very few universal tongues had a neutral gender 
pronoun. So, Tyler thought about that as he watched the two 
men violently rip each other’s clothes off and wrestle for 
Supremacy. 

It was hotter than hell because Tyler realized they were 
fighting for which one would penetrate the other, and from 
the way they were fighting, it was a damn serious contest. 
Eventually, one of them won, tossed the other down, yanked 
his legs apart, and shoved his strosan-braced prick into the 
other’s backside. Tyler’s entire ass clenched up in 
sympathetic fear of that being done to him. Damn, but they 
had enormous cocks. On Earth, they would be the ultimate 
male porn stars. 

The one being penetrated arched up and let out a cry 
that was pure pleasure. Apparently, losing didn’t mean he 
didn’t like what he was getting. Besides, they switched 
places so that each was penetrated. It seemed the only 
contest was about who would go first. 

Even though he found the show arousing overall, he was 
left with a somewhat hollow feeling in that when they were 
done climaxing they left the room without any kind of 
tenderness, afterglow cuddling—nothing. Not even a nod of 
acknowledgment. They fucked, dressed, and left. The only 
thing Tyler had learned was that he didn’t like alien porn any 
more than he liked human porn. Both left him with a vague 
feeling of unease. Not like Tyler expected hours of kissing 
and declarations of undying love, but some kind of showing 
of emotion would be nice. 

Tyler clicked off the television and thought back over the 
relationships he’d had. Some had started hot and heavy 
with more sex than talk. Those were the ones that generally 
burned out fast, like a shooting star. The ones that started 
as friends who became lovers were the ones that lasted the 
longest. Those were the relationships he found the most 
fulfilling both emotionally and physically. 


What he had with Blessed was different in that they’d 
mixed hot sex with conversation. They weren’t friends, but 
they weren’t unknown acquaintances, either. Fuck buddies 
might fit what they were at this point, he supposed. But he 
didn’t want to stay there. In order to have any kind of 
Stability, he had to find a way to make himself important to 
Blessed. The problem was, how in the world could he do that 
when he had no power and very limited information? 


Chapter 12 


“Strip.” Blessed settled back to watch his latest plaything 
disrobe. It was turning out to be one of his favorite 
activities. Tyler had a way of removing his clothing that was 
both alluring and almost defiant. Each time, Blessed had 
found a reason to punish him. What was disconcerting was 
that he wasn’t conditioning his servant so much as he was 
conditioning himself. Whenever he saw Tyler, he found all 
kinds of slights that deserved a reprimand. Tonight, he 
found fault with the way he took off his boots. Rather than 
bending over to take them off, he’d used his feet on the 
back, potentially ruining the line of the boot. It was a small 
infraction, but Blessed didn’t care. He watched as Tyler took 
off everything else then ordered him to assume the 
punishment position. 

Dutifully, Tyler bent over a low cube, lifting his bare ass 
up high. 

Blessed knelt behind him, pried his beautiful buttocks 
apart, and proceeded to tongue fuck his ass until Tyler was 
almost ready to blow. Once he was, Blessed flipped him over 
and sucked his prick, drinking down the elixir of his climax. 
That was what he was addicted to. Something about his 
ejaculate was beyond anything Blessed had ever tasted. 
When he was done, he returned to his chair and allowed 
Tyler to suck at the tip of his cock until he was on the verge 
of losing control. Once he got to that state, he would have 
Tyler stand so he could spray his chest and belly, staining 
his skin blue. It faded after a shower, so Blessed reasoned 
he had to mark him each day to show his ownership. 

What was growing wearisome was that after these 
encounters, he sent Tyler back to his room. They didn’t talk, 
and they didn’t touch beyond their need to find climax. At 
first, when Tyler entered Blessed’s playroom, his demeanor 
was hopeful. But time after time of the same tedious routine 
wiped the anticipation from his features. Now when he 
entered, he looked withdrawn. He didn’t seem to take any 


real enjoyment in their encounters. Both of them found 
release, but it wasn’t like that first time. 

Each encounter made it clear that Tyler was unhappy. 
Blessed’s slave master said he slept more than he watched 
the vid. And he had started skipping meals. If Blessed didn’t 
do something, he was afraid Tyler would die. 

“What did you do today?” 

Tyler finished undressing and lifted his head, eyeing 
Blessed with a distrustful expression. It wasn’t much wonder 
given that Blessed hadn’t talked to him beyond issuing 
orders in quite some time. 

“Answer me.” 

“| watched some television, ate, and slept.” Lowering his 
voice, he mumbled, “Just like | do every day.” 

Per usual, Tyler kept his answers short and to the point. 
Blessed noticed that he seemed to be fading. His skin was 
losing the glow it once had, and his eyes appeared to have 
far less sparkle and sheen. By draining his slave every day, 
was he somehow robbing him of his vitality? Perhaps, unlike 
the Krase warriors, his Earthling needed to save up his vital 
fluid before expending it. Blessed would have to ask his 
devotee to find out if all of Tyler’s nutritional needs were 
being met. Day by day he grew dimmer, and it showed in 
his appearance and the taste of his essence. 

“Did you recover from your injury?” Blessed had given 
Tyler some chores to keep him occupied, and he’d 
inadvertently gotten cut while cleaning kitchen utensils. 
Blessed’s cook had shrieked in fury and banished him from 
the kitchen. When Blessed found out, he’d wanted to rush to 
Tyler’s room to see the wound for himself, but he didn’t. 
Instead, he’d used his observational cameras in Tyler’s room 
to see that though the wound had bled profusely, it wasn’t 
something that was going to kill him. Still, after that, 
Blessed didn’t give him anything else to do. He didn’t want 
any harm to come to Tyler. He was safest if he simply stayed 
in his room. 


Tyler lifted his hand, showing Blessed that the cut across 
his palm had healed. 

“Come here.” 

Dutifully, Tyler stepped closer to Blessed’s chair. 

“Why are you unhappy?” 

“Do you want a list?” Tyler asked, his voice and 
demeanor surly. 

“| would like you to tell me honestly.” 

“Because there’s nothing for me to do.” 

“You are my sex slave. Your mission in life is to please 
me.” 

Tyler made a face, and it was one that Blessed still 
hadn’t quite figured out how to read. “What is wrong with 
that?” 

“Okay, you say I’m to please you, but we do the same 
thing each time. You make up reasons to punish me when 
you don’t need to. If you want to lick my ass and suck my 
dick, I’m more than willing.” 

“Then what’s the problem?” 

“Can’t we do something else? Anything else?” Tyler 
sighed. “If | am to be your sex slave, | should learn all the 
ways to please you, right?” 

Blessed frowned. 

“There has to be more than what we're doing.” 

“I could mount you.” Blessed thought that would silence 
him and make him see the value in continuing things just as 
they were. This way, with this minimal effort to obtain 
release, he kept his feelings about Tyler under control, and 
their curious interlude in the room at the auction house 
couldn’t be repeated. That intimacy they’d shared, looking 
at one another in the mirror, had been frightening. Blessed 
didn’t trust himself to be able to keep a rational frame of 
mind if he allowed that type of encounter to continue. This 
was Safer. 

“We already know that you won’t fit.” 

Blessed cupped his chin, peering into his eyes. “Each day 
| should fit more and more in there until you could—” 


Tyler wrenched out of his grasp. “Stop it. Just stop 
picking on me to give yourself something to do. | never 
would have thought it after what we shared, but you are 
nothing but a bully.” 

The word translated into a grave insult. That day, 
Blessed had admonished himself not to bully Tyler just to 
alleviate his boredom. Was that what he was doing now? 
Rather than anger, he laughed, causing Tyler to turn and 
flash him a look of such hopelessness he abruptly stopped. 

“My slave master says you haven’t asked for anything.” 

“He doesn’t have anything | want.” 

“What do you want?” 

“I want to go home.” 

“Why?” 

“Why? Are you seriously asking me why I want to go 
home?” Tyler laughed and then shook his head. “How would 
you like to be enslaved by someone who doesn’t care about 
you at all, and then forced to spend most of your time in a 
tiny room with only one form of entertainment, where you’re 
only taken out so your owner can use you like a fucking sex 
toy, and once he’s done—bam! Right back into the room 
you go with nothing to do.” After spewing all of that, Tyler 
was almost breathless. “On my planet, | may have been 
what you keep calling a wage slave, but | was happy. A lot of 
my work was outside in the sunshine. | had a tan that’s 
fading now. But I miss other things that | realize now | took 
for granted. | lived close to my family, | saw my friends, and 
| did things with them. Nothing major. Just parties, 
barbeques, hanging out, and watching television. | went 
places alone and with them. | had a life. Here | do nothing 
but get you off, and it’s meaningless!” 

Blessed had never allowed one of his slaves to speak so 
freely. If there had been others in attendance, Blessed would 
have been forced to reprimand Tyler in a grave fashion to 
save face. However, since they were alone, he could let the 
matter go. He’d wanted to know, and now he did. Punishing 


Tyler for giving him exactly what he said he wanted would 
be the height of unfair. 

Hands on hips, Tyler glared up at him. “Aren’t you going 
to punish me now? I’ve given you a damn good reason this 
time. Here.” Tyler threw himself down on the cube. “Come 
on, master. Tongue my ass, suck my dick, then make me—” 

He never got to finish because Blessed strode over, 
grasped his hip, turned him, and then picked him up, tossing 
him onto his shoulder. He held him there with the grip of one 
powerful arm. Tyler didn’t struggle or speak. In his silence, 
he conveyed his fear. Blessed had no idea where he was 
going to take him or what he was going to do with him. He 
just knew he had to do something. He had to show him who 
was the master and that nothing he said bothered him 
despite the fact that it did. Tyler’s unhappiness troubled 
Blessed deeply. After the intensity of that first time, he’d 
wanted to do it again, but he didn’t trust himself, so he 
hadn’t. But now he would. He had to know if he would find 
that same magical connection or if it was only the novelty of 
the situation and the uniqueness of a new slave. 

Deciding what he had to do, Blessed left his playroom 
and strode through the house to his bedroom. This was his 
Sanctuary. No slave had entered here for his pleasure. 
House servants cleaned and such, but they did not linger. 
Blessed hadn't ever met a slave he wanted to bring into his 
most private area. It seemed to him that Tyler was bound to 
give him more firsts than all his other slaves combined. 

Once inside the black-and-red room, which reflected the 
colors of not only Blessed’s form, but also those of the 
uniform he wore when he went into battle, he tossed Tyler 
down on his bed, suppressing a grin when he looked around 
with wild eyes. 

“What are you doing?” Tyler started to edge away from 
Blessed by moving backward using his hands and feet. 

“You want variety in pleasing me?” 

“1, uh...” 


“You will learn to do all kinds of things. By the time | am 
done with you, Tyler, you will be able to perform perversities 
upon a Krase warrior that will make him howl with bliss.” 

Tyler swallowed hard and he double-timed his 
maneuverings in an attempt to get away. 

Blessed grabbed the top cover and used it to pull Tyler to 
him. “Few know the secret areas on our bodies. But | will 
show you.” 

Tyler’s eyes were so enormous Blessed feared they 
would pop out of his head. 

“I thought this is what you wanted?” 

“You make it seem like teaching me is a threat!” 

Blessed laughed in a deliberately cruel way. “Perhaps it 
is. Because once someone knows the secret to pleasing us, | 
do not think that creature can be allowed to live.” Blessed 
jumped on the bed, pinning Tyler below him using only the 
power of his stare. 

“You—wait a minute.” Tyler’s fear swiftly changed to 
suspicion. “Are you telling me that you’d give me all these 
sexual secrets and then kill me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Liar.” 

Now it was Blessed’s turn to look surprised. 

“You're only trying to scare me again.” He leaned up until 
their faces were very close. “You wouldn’t kill me because 
I’m too valuable.” 

“Aren’t you clever.” 

“lam.” Tyler pressed his mouth against Blessed’s. 

Stunned by the move, Blessed pulled back. “What was 
that?” 

“A kiss.” 

He frowned. It translated well enough but he simply 
didn’t understand the point. “Why did you kiss me?” 

“Because | wanted to.” Tyler blinked and then his brows 
lifted. “Your kind doesn’t kiss! In that video | watched, they 
never brought their faces anywhere near one another.” 


” 


Blessed didn’t have to ask what video Tyler was referring 
to. He knew from the tracker on Tyler’s entertainment that 
he perused the sex channel often but rarely watched 
anything but scenes involving Krase warriors. Concerned 
that he would inadvertently learn some sexual tricks that 
might enslave Blessed, he had been careful to only let the 
most basic of acts through. Although, Tyler might not even 
understand what he was seeing or the import of it. Each 
species had their own curious and unique erogenous zones. 
Blessed had learned a few of Tyler’s that weren’t obvious, 
such as his nipples and his neck, but he thought if he knew 
additional areas he would be able to have more control over 
him. 

“But before | show you mine, you will show me yours.” 

Tyler laughed, genuinely happy. “You already know 
mine.” In sequence with his words, he touched the areas on 
his body. “My neck, my nipples, my cock, and my ass.” 

“Surely there are more.” 

Tyler looked away and then back. 

“Tell me.” 

“Tell me one of yours first.” Defiantly, Tyler crossed his 
arms over his chest. 

Blessed wanted to be angry, but this is what he so 
enjoyed about his Earthling. He was defiant, but often it was 
only over silly things, as if he refused him so they could 
have harmless fun. And that was something Blessed had far 
too little of. His world was war, conquest, defilement, 
dominance, and when he had retired it had become a world 
of boredom. One little alien had turned everything around. 

“I will show you.” Blessed sat back, crossing his legs. “l 
like when your bottom bounces here.” He touched the area 
above his detaf. “The pressure against it makes me long to 
have my release, but | resist because the longer | do, the 
better that blast feels when it finally comes.” 

Tyler sat up and grinned. “Me, too. | mean, here.” He 
cupped his balls. “Il don’t like anything sitting on them 
Causing pressure, but when you tease me and make me wait 


for release, it builds an internal pressure here that | fight. 
When | finally climax, the feeling of pleasure is multiplied.” 

Blessed nodded, filing the information away. “Your balls 
are very curious to me.” 

“Oh?” 

Reaching out, Blessed cupped them gently into his hand. 
They were surprisingly soft and so vulnerable he instantly 
felt the power of holding them, but he also discovered he 
was loath to do anything that might hurt Tyler’s clear trust 
in him. “They do not grow or shrink with the level of your 
release. They are similar to my detaf, but not quite the 
same, as mine is like a bag that swells and shrinks with 
fluid. If yours swell, it is so minute that it is unnoticeable.” 

Tyler said nothing, which caused Blessed to look up at his 
face. Tyler was sitting very still, almost as if he were afraid 
that at any moment Blessed would wrench his balls off. 

“I would not hurt you.” He was angry that he had to keep 
reminding him, but then again, Blessed knew he had only 
himself to blame since he kept deliberately frightening him. 

Nodding, Tyler didn’t relax fully until Blessed let go of his 
Sac. 
“Show me another spot that you like touched.” Blessed 
settled back on the bed. Already, with this smallest change 
in the structure of their encounter, Tyler seemed brighter 
and far more engaged. 

“Ah, no. | showed you one for yours. It is your turn.” 

Blessed considered lying but then thought that there was 
something he wanted Tyler to do to him, something he’d 
never dared to ask another to do. “Here.” Blessed stroked 
his finger over his hair. “I like to have my hair touched.” 

Tyler tilted his head as if he didn’t believe him, but then 
he rose to his knees, moved close, and stroked his hand 
over Blessed’s hair. “Oh.” His voice was clearly surprised. 

“What?” 

“It’s not hair so much as it’s living.” 

“What do you mean?” 


“My hair”’—Tyler pointed—“is dead protein, keratin, | 
think. The strands aren’t sensitive to touch except at the 
scalp. Now, on the other hand, your hair is thicker and 
clearly has nerve endings, or whatever your kind calls touch 
receptors, all along the entire length.” Tyler paused as he 
trailed his fingers through Blessed’s hair, practically making 
him purr. “You don’t cut your hair, do you?” 

“No. It would hurt dreadfully. When I go into battle, | wear 
a helmet that covers it completely.” Blessed examined 
Tyler’s hair. It was pale, thin, and very different from his 
own. “You cut yours?” 

“Yeah. It just keeps growing, but it has no feeling. Not 
like yours.” 

Blessed caressed his scalp and his hair as he did the 
same to him. It seemed they both liked the contact, Blessed 
more so than Tyler. Before he could become too enslaved by 
Tyler’s pleasing strokes, he said, “Another.” 

“You first.” 

“You are just saying the same things | am.” 

“That’s not fair. I’m sharing information with you, just as 
you are with me. Now,” Tyler said, leaning close. “Show me 
another spot that you like touched.” 

Debating whether or not to share something so deeply 
personal, Blessed decided that he should show Tyler since 
he would never tell another. “Here.” He lifted his arm and 
showed him a band of muscle that wrapped around from his 
back to his chest. “I know it doesn’t seem like much, but 
when you stroke along this, I—” He was unable to finish 
when Tyler slid his hand along the length of muscle. His eyes 
closed as he lay back on the bed with his arms above his 
head. 

Tyler straddled his hips and then proceeded to stroke 
both sides. And then he leaned forward and kissed Blessed’s 
lips while he did the motion again. It was a curious blending 
of sensations that had Blessed longing for release. When he 
opened his eyes, he discovered Tyler’s were closed as he 
kissed and touched him. 


“Your turn.” 

Tyler’s eyes opened slowly, and Blessed realized that one 
of the things that excited Tyler was pleasing him. How 
curious. Most creatures looked after their own enjoyment 
first, but Tyler seemed to be able to translate Blessed’s 
gratification into his own. 

“Kissing.” 

“We have done that.” 

“Minimally, yeah. But there’s more to it than just 
pressing our lips together.” 

“Show me.” Blessed moved as if to sit up, but Tyler 
placed his hand on his chest, encouraging him to stay where 
he was. 

Tyler leaned in close, pressed his lips to Blessed’s, and 
then he swiped his tongue against Blessed’s lips. It was a 
strange sensation. And then he slid his tiny tongue inside 
Blessed’s mouth. The shock of contact with his own tongue 
made the length of flesh coil around Tyler’s, and then 
Blessed sucked lightly. 

Pulling back, Tyler looked down at him, and for a 
moment, Blessed thought he’d done something wrong. 

“You're a natural.” 

“lam?” 

“Yes. That’s exactly what | like about kissing. Twisting our 
tongues together.” Tyler leaned forward, and they kissed 
deeply again. This time, Blessed snaked his tongue within 
Tyler’s mouth, which caused him to groan. And then Blessed 
went too far or too deep. Whatever he’d done caused Tyler 
to pull back very suddenly so he could cough. 

“Okay, big guy, don’t stick your tongue down my throat.” 
Tyler grinned. “I need that for breathing.” 

“I thought that tongue dueling was what you liked.” 

“Yeah, but that’s a bit much. Keep it soft, like a dance. 
Okay?” 

Blessed looked down. “You're hard again.” 

“I know. See what kissing does to me?” 


Tyler leaned in, kissing Blessed in his relaxed way. 
Blessed kept going even though he wasn’t completely sure 
he liked this, but since Tyler did, he would gladly do it as 
much and as often as he desired. And then Tyler kissed him, 
stroked the side muscle with one hand, and caressed his 
hair with the other. Blessed was lost in the mix of 
sensations. It was glorious. He’d never slowed down enough 
or shared enough to have all his favorites touched at the 
same time. 

Cupping his hand around Tyler’s buttock, he stroked his 
fingers up and down the crevasse of his behind. With his 
other hand, he teased the side of his neck, noting that his 
heart rate increased as did the speed of his kissing. 

Teasing one another, they slowly built their lust to the 
point where they needed climax. But they held off. The 
delay increased the pressure, and they silently agreed that 
the longer they waited, the better the end result would be. 
When Tyler groaned and rocked his cock firmly against 
Blessed’s belly, he eased him to his side. 

“Wait, what are we doing?” 

“All of these things but we will add another layer.” 
Blessed lifted Tyler’s leg and draped it over his hip so that 
his cock could slide against him, rocking along all the way 
from his balls to his hole. 

“Lube.” 

“Wait here.” Blessed rose from the bed and went to his 
playroom. He didn’t keep anything in his bedroom since he 
didn’t do any sexual activities there. After retrieving a bottle 
of moderately slick lube, he returned to his bedroom, only to 
stop in the doorway. 

Tyler was on his bed, on his back, his eyes closed as he 
waited for Blessed’s return. The look on his face was easy to 
read. He was happy. And then he lowered his hand to stroke 
his cock a few times. Clearly, he was anticipatory about 
what they would do together. Blessed found that he was, 
too. Why was it so different with Tyler? He was an alien and 
they shouldn’t have this much affinity for one another, but 


they did and it was nothing short of curious. Even with his 
own kind he hadn't felt like this. Not so engaged and intense 
like this. 

Tyler opened his eyes, sat up, smiled, and called Blessed 
to him by crooking his finger. 

Blessed found himself moving toward Tyler without a 
conscious thought of doing so. As he settled on the bedside 
and took Tyler back into his arms, he realized he was far too 
late to stop what was happening. Somehow, he found 
himself falling in love with his little Earthling. 


Chapter 13 


“I can’t even tell you how good that feels.” Tyler 
tightened his leg around Blessed’s hip as his slick prick rode 
along from his balls to his hole, pressing hard against him. 

“You don’t have to. | already know.” Blessed lowered his 
head and kissed Tyler. 

It was a kiss that said far more than words ever could. 
When Tyler first kissed Blessed, he was stunned, but then he 
accepted it, almost as if doing so only to please Tyler. But 
then it seemed in a very short while he’d come to 
appreciate the intimacy of the act. To Tyler, there was 
nothing as familiar as kissing. Even full-on penetration didn’t 
bring him as close to someone as simply dueling tongues 
did. But this had changed from that rushing, twisting of 
tongues. Rather than swirling their tongues hungrily 
together, they had fallen into a softer rhythm of exploring, 
teasing, and caressing. 

“You taste good.” Blessed seemed surprised. 

“So do you.” 

“I find that | made a terrible mistake.” Blessed cupped 
his massive hand tenderly against Tyler’s head, trailing his 
fingers through his hair. 

“What’s that?” 

“| never should have bought you.” 

Stung, Tyler pulled back. 

“l'm making a mess of this.” Blessed sighed and pulled 
Tyler close by slipping his other hand against Tyler’s hip. “l 
mean that | wish | had met you in another way rather than 
on the auction block.” 

Touched, Tyler kissed him half a dozen times. “I wish 
that, too.” And then the hope that always seemed to be in 
the back of Tyler’s mind no matter where he was or what he 
was doing on this planet came back into the forefront of his 
mind. Maybe, if he continued to please Blessed, he would let 
him go home when he grew uninterested in him. 


“I know you are bored in your room, and | will let you out. 
| just—you were Safe in there. | didn’t want you to be injured 
again.” 

And now Blessed’s confining him made sense. “You were 
trying to protect me?” 

“When | found out you had been hurt, | was stricken.” 

“Only because | cost you a small fortune.” Tyler chuckled 
and preened just a bit. 

“It’s not the money I spent on you.” Blessed looked away 
and then back. “It’s because | care about you.” 

Tyler didn’t believe his ears. He thought this was simply 
pleasure and soon the novelty would wear off and Blessed 
would let him go, but if he grew to care for him, Tyler knew 
he would never set him free. At that moment, Tyler realized 
he had to decide what was more important. His freedom or 
what might just be the love of his life. Right now, he cared 
about Blessed, but he didn’t love him. Although, if he 
continued to do things like this with him, Tyler knew it was 
only a matter of time before love grew between them and 
then deepened. 

“Why does that displease you?” 

“It doesn’t. I’m just—l care about you, too.” Tyler was 
torn about what he really wanted, but he also felt he had to 
be honest with Blessed. Admitting he cared was probably 
difficult for Blessed since he seemed terribly uncomfortable 
being vulnerable in any way. Hell, it had taken forever for 
Tyler to simply get from the playroom into his bedroom. It 
was obvious Blessed was opening himself up to more 
between them. They were talking, sharing, and now they 
were admitting that they were concerned about one 
another. 

Clearly pleased by his reciprocated care, Blessed offered 
him a gentle smile before he pulled him tight and deepened 
their kiss. Each passing moment intensified the pace of their 
rocking hips. Feeling the massive tool of Blessed’s swiping 
past his hole without any attempt to enter actually made 
Tyler hunger for penetration. As much as he told Blessed it 


didn’t matter because there were other ways to find release, 
Tyler was realizing it did matter. And maybe that was what 
would save him from falling in love. Without penetration it 
was almost like they would never be able to take the final 
step and bind themselves together. There was an inherent 
intimacy to fucking that nothing else could simulate. If 
Blessed never fucked him, then Tyler thought he could keep 
his emotions at bay. At least for now. 

Blessed growled and then rolled onto his back, taking 
Tyler with him. “Ride hard against me, my tender Earthling.” 

Tyler stroked the muscles along Blessed’s side as he rode 
his prick as hard as he could against his detaf. Blessed 
lowered his hands to the small of Tyler’s back. Each time he 
stroked up, he palmed his massive prick, keeping it pressed 
tight against Tyler. To make the stroke feel even better, Tyler 
tightened his legs, gripping as hard as he could around the 
plunging shaft. Faster they went as their kisses grew more 
urgent. When Tyler matched his breathing to Blessed’s, it 
seemed to push him over the edge, and a hot gush coated 
Tyler’s back as he released against Blessed’s belly. 

Rather than roll him off like he had before, Blessed held 
him tighter but kissed him butterfly soft. It was such a 
contrast that Tyler melted against him. Eventually, Tyler 
opened his eyes and found himself staring into the black 
depths of Blessed’s eyes. What he saw there stunned him. 
They were fully black without one trace of red. 

Lifting up, Tyler stroked Blessed’s hair, waiting for the red 
to return, but it didn’t. Usually, Blessed’s eyes turned black 
right before climax and swiftly returned to red once he’d 
found his pleasure. This time, they turned black and stayed 
black. 

“What does that mean?” 

“What does what mean?” 

“Your eyes are black.” 

“They do that when | am aroused.” Blessed grinned and 
then kissed Tyler’s chin. 


“I know, but they haven’t changed back to red, and 
usually they do right after you climax.” 

Blessed frowned, but still the black remained. “I don’t 
know what it means. It’s never happened to me before, or at 
least not that I’m aware of.” Blessed considered Tyler’s face. 
“Does it bother you?” 

“Not at all,” Tyler said, stroking his fingers through 
Blessed’s hair and trailing it down along his neck to his 
chest. “It looks very sexy. Mysterious and sexy.” 

“Mysterious?” 

“Like I’m not too sure what’s going on behind your gaze.” 

Blessed grinned. “You are probably better off not 
knowing the inner workings of my mind.” 

“Messy in there?” 

“Far too orderly and precise. More machine than 
anything.” 

Tyler believed that but still wondered at the physical 
change. 

“Your eyes aren’t always the same, you know.” Blessed 
brushed Tyler’s hair off his forehead. 

“They aren’t?” 

“Sometimes they are bright blue, but other times, 
especially when you are very aroused, the blue darkens and 
the edges harden.” 

“| guess I’ve never noticed because | don’t generally see 
myself when I’m having sex.” 

“Should | get a mirror for my ceiling?” 

Tyler looked over his shoulder. Above them was a blank 
wall of black. “Does it have a screen thing like my room?” 

“No. | never watch anything in here. This room is strictly 
for sleeping.” There was a long pause. “Until you.” 

“Are you upset?” 

“No. Should | be?” 

“I’ve certainly changed a lot of your normal routines.” 

“| honestly don’t mind. I think they needed to be altered. 
| was getting stuck in the same path.” 

“A rut.” 


It took a moment for the translation to make sense. Tyler 
could always tell when that was happening as Blessed would 
tilt his head slightly to the right and his right eye would 
narrow. It was his trying-to-figure-something-out face, and it 
was sexy as hell. 

“Like a groove worn into a walkway?” Blessed asked. 

“Yeah.” 

“On your world, how does one go about keeping out of a 
rut?” 

“Trying new things.” Tyler stroked his fingers across the 
muscle Blessed had shown him, but rather than going from 
back to front, he went from top to bottom. Blessed uttered 
an appreciative growl. Then, Tyler took one of his thick 
strands of hair and curled his tongue around it as he gently 
pulled it through the tunnel made by his tongue. Blessed 
made a noise that was a snarling kind of purr. “See? | took 
something | knew and twisted it around.” 

“| see.” Blessed considered for a moment and then 
Slipped his thick, strong finger down between Tyler’s 
buttocks. When he reached his hole, he pressed firmly, but 
didn’t enter. All the while he kept careful attention on Tyler’s 
features to gauge his reaction. 

Playfully, Tyler tried to appear unmoved, but when 
Blessed thumped his finger, Tyler was unable to keep his 
features disinterested. When Blessed took his probing digit 
away, Tyler whimpered. Blessed swirled his finger in the 
slick mess he’d made on Tyler’s back and then used that to 
lube Tyler’s hole. 

“You're lifting your ass for me.” 

“I’m trying to help.” 

Blessed grinned, and then his eyes narrowed as he 
Slowly slid his cream-slick finger inside. Tyler wasn’t sure 
what caused the sudden burst of almost impossible 
pleasure, but it caused him to arch while dropping his knees 
on either side of Blessed’s body. When he angled himself up, 
Blessed slipped his finger deeper. 


Closing his eyes, Tyler let out a moan and lifted himself 
up for more. It wasn’t just the thrust of his finger, but 
something was making him so crazed that he felt his heart 
race, his cock swell, and his hips began to rock back and 
forth in an effort to get more of Blessed’s finger in. 

When Blessed gently lifted him, Tyler panicked because 
he thought that Blessed would stop, but instead, he got 
behind him while Tyler knelt on the bed. Now Blessed was 
able to have greater finesse with his movements. He swirled 
his finger in the cream again, and none to gently inserted it 
into Tyler’s eager bottom. 

“Fuck!” 

“Is this good?” 

“It’s beyond good. You’re not using that joy buzzer in my 
brain, are you?” 

Clearly pleased by his level of bliss, Blessed laughed. 
“Your collar is not on, remember?” 
pitched keening when Blessed shoved his finger in as deep 
as it would go, and then curled it, flicking it very hard and 
fast over Tyler’s prostate. The wriggling, thrusting motion of 
his hand and arm made Tyler buck as he tried to angle 
himself for more penetration. Just when he was on the verge 
of climax, Blessed yanked his hand away, causing Tyler to 
release a cry of frustration. More cream was taken off his 
back and used to slick up his channel, but then Blessed 
added to the torment. Using his other hand, he reached 
below Tyler’s body and wrapped his fist around Tyler’s prick. 
As he slid his finger in, he pulled his fist down. When he 
withdrew his finger, he lifted his fist to the base of Tyler’s 
prick, readying for another down stroke. The dual sensations 
made Tyler’s entire body tremble. 

Digging his knees and hands into the bed, he clung to 
the mattress, holding on for more of Blessed’s wicked 
ministrations. He couldn’t remember anything so rough or 
pleasing. He felt almost like a stallion being broken. Each 
movement of Blessed’s taunted him, but also sought to 


tame him. Unable to stay still any longer, Tyler thrust hard 
into Blessed’s fist. As if he sensed his need, Blessed 
changed tactics. Now he held his strong hand steady so 
Tyler could fuck his fist while he continued to plunge his 
finger hard and fast into his hole. Matching their motions, 
Tyler was fucking and being fucked at the same time. It was 
SO imaginative and pleasurable he lifted his head and 
howled when he finally came. 

As if he wanted to ensure Tyler would never forget this 
encounter, Blessed flicked his fist—tight, loose, tight— 
around the shaft of Tyler’s cock as he slowly eased his 
pumping finger in and out. When Tyler couldn’t stay upright 
anymore, Blessed let him go and eased him down to his 
side. 

Tyler thought Blessed would now leave him like he had 
before, or perhaps pick him up and take him to his room, but 
he did neither. Blessed lay down behind Tyler, wrapped him 
up in his powerful arms, and kissed his neck. It was so 
sweet, so loving, so generously kind that tears came to 
Tyler’s eyes. 

Tyler still couldn’t believe how wickedly Blessed had 
controlled him with his spontaneous...lovemaking? Tyler 
shook his head. That wasn’t the right word, but it wasn’t just 
sex. There had been something more. Tyler felt thoroughly 
bound to Blessed now. His care had swiftly changed to 
something much more profound. What aggravated him was 
that he still had dreams of going home, and he just realized 
now that if it happened, he’d probably be going home with a 
broken heart. 


Chapter 14 


“| don’t care what they are willing to pay. | want to return 
him.” Blessed was in his observation room, his gaze on the 
city far below his feet. Devotee was at the screen, entering 
Blessed’s instructions and relaying the auction house’s 
responses. Since this was a negotiation regarding a slave, 
all communications had to be typed. In this way, each side 
protected itself from any miscommunication. Dealing in 
living creatures was a touchy subject that could lead to 
tremendous conflicts, so Krase law decreed all such dealings 
must be done by written exchanges. Since Blessed disliked 
the slowness of his writing, he’d always had devotee 
perform the task. 

“Forgive me, but they are simply refusing to discuss any 
type of exchange, sellback, trade—anything at all.” Devotee 
sighed. “I am perceiving that the merchant is deliberately 
misunderstanding me to delay—and now he has cut 
communications.” 

When Blessed turned from the window, he discovered 
devotee standing, frowning, and trying to reestablish a link. 

“They deliberately disconnected from me?” Blessed was 
furious. None should ever dare to show him such a slight. It 
was unheard of. All on Krase, no matter the city, no matter 
the establishment, no matter what race—everyone always 
Showed the utmost respect to a Krase warrior. To do 
otherwise was to risk almost certain death. To remind all the 
citizens of their import, they were commonly addressed as 
your graciousness. It was long, unwieldy, but conveyed the 
level of respect that should be shown to those of his class. If 
not for his kind dedicating their lives to the protection and 
expansion of the Krase Empire, they wouldn’t be here. 

“I will reestablish the link. Perhaps | made the mistake 
that disconnected us.” 

Blessed turned away. He didn’t think there was an error 
on his end or theirs. It felt like a very deliberate slight. 
Perhaps Blessed wasn’t the first buyer who wished to return 


his human. Maybe the others sold that night had all 
managed to find their way back for various reasons. What 
once was considered valuable might be worthless now. Not 
that Blessed cared about the money. He would gladly pay 
them ten times over if they would simply take Tyler away. 
But they had to do so soon. Another night in his bed like last 
night and it would be too late to let Tyler go. 

“I am sorry, my master. | cannot establish a secure line 
for communication. What would you have me do?” 

“Go, devotee. | will try again later.” Blessed feared he 
would change his mind. “Wait.” 

Devotee turned and faced him. 

“Do you ever wish to go out?” 

“Out?” Devotee seemed to be considering the many 
meanings of the word. 

“If you were not my slave, if your time was your own to 
do with as you would, what would you do?” 

“lam most sorry, my master, that | failed you with the 
communications. If you wish for my destruction, I—” 

“No, no. Your services are exemplary. | am simply asking 
from curiosity.” Actually, he was asking because of an idea 
his human put in his head, which was only further proof he 
had to get rid of him soon. 

“If | were a free citizen, | do not know what I would do as 
| was born and bred to serve you.” Devotee stood there, 
casting a perplexed expression at Blessed. “Do you require 
anything else?” 

“No. You may go.” 

Devotee left the observation room, closing the door 
behind him. 

Damn Tyler for putting the idea in his head that his 
Slaves weren’t perfectly happy doing exactly what they were 
doing. He sighed. Masters ruled, and slaves followed orders. 
Such was the way of the universe. Well, except on Tyler’s 
planet, apparently. There, only uncivilized people had 
Slaves. Blessed considered himself civilized, but he still 


owned slaves, and some puny little Earthling wasn’t going 
to change his mind about that. 

Blessed returned to the windows and peered out at the 
city. With darkness starting to fall as the lone sun set, the 
upper lights were beginning to come on. Soon, all he would 
see was shining orbs in the dark, like a mimic of the star- 
strewn sky. He wondered what Tyler would— 

Blessed slapped one big hand to his thigh in reprimand. 
He had to stop thinking of Tyler. But it seemed the more he 
tried, the more he pictured him, and the more the cravings 
in his body grew. Soon the pressure in his detaf would 
become unbearable, but he was a long way away from 
entering into a battle rage. Still, it was uncomfortable, and 
he tugged at the waistband of his trousers. His strosan 
coiled around his cock, forming a protective bag that kept it 
close to his body and stopped it from swaying dangerously 
when he walked. Naked and striding toward his plaything, 
Blessed loved the swinging weight of his prick, but when he 
was conducting business or moving about in public, he 
didn’t care for the sensation at all. 

He remembered that first night when Tyler had 
swallowed hard and his eyes had widened when he saw the 
awesome size of Blessed’s cock. That exact look was one 
that had pleased Blessed deeply. It was filled with 
amazement, respect, even a deep hunger that Blessed 
didn’t understand until he realized that Tyler knew he could 
never take Blessed within himself. Not fully. Sadly, that look 
had changed to boredom when Blessed had tried to keep 
their encounters strictly about release. So he’d gone against 
his instincts and deepened their contact. 

“What a fool | am.” 

Had he stuck to his original plan, he could have enjoyed 
his slave indefinitely. Now, though, he couldn’t even face 
him one more time. The emotions would be too raw, too 
close to the surface, too damn visible because of his own 
body betraying him. 


As the night darkened, the window reflected his image 
back at him. His eyes were showing some red now, which 
was good, but all Blessed had to do was think of Tyler and 
they turned black. They would stay black until he grew 
angry enough to switch them over to red. It took a lot of 
effort and willpower to even get the blush of red showing, 
but when he thought of Tyler on his knees, the look of rich 
satisfaction on his face when Blessed had simultaneously 
fingered and allowed him to fuck his fist, Blessed’s eyes 
turned right back to black. 

When he considered his reflection in the window, he 
realized they were again dark, so he turned away. How was 
it that one tiny Earthling had disrupted the smooth course of 
his life? All he’d wanted was a plaything to alleviate his 
boredom for a while. The last thing he’d been looking for 
was love. 

Krase warriors didn’t love. 

It wasn’t forbidden, or genetically programmed out of 
them. It was that given the circumstances of their 
upbringing, the nature of the warrior ways, and the rare 
chance when one of them actually lived long enough to 
retire, there simply weren’t that many of them around to 
become emotionally invested in anything. Usually, after all 
they had seen and done, they were far too jaded to truly 
care about anything other than their own comforts. Food, 
sex, and sleep. If those needs were met, they hungered for 
nothing more. Their greatest threat was boredom. 

Blessed didn’t know what most warriors did to alleviate 
that, but he had chosen sexual playthings. And his decision 
had backfired. No citizen, let alone a Krase warrior, fell in 
love with a slave. If Blessed had somehow grown attached 
to another warrior or a member of the elite citizenry, that 
would be different. It would be chuckled at, probably 
wondered at, and discussed at length, but that he had fallen 
in love with a thrall? 

“I will be mocked wherever | go.” 


The potential shame had been too much to bear, so 
Blessed had thought he had no choice but to send his slave 
back to the auction house. He was a good client who had 
given them an astonishing amount of business. His calls 
were never refused. So why was everything different with 
Tyler? Was there something inherently compelling about 
Earthlings? Were Blessed’s suspicions about why the auction 
house wouldn’t take Tyler back correct? Even if the humans 
weren’t worth what they’d original sold for, most houses 
would be happy take them back for free to sell to someone 
else. They lost nothing in that bargain but perhaps a few 
days of room and board for the returning slave. Blessed 
couldn’t imagine that expense being all that costly with 
Tyler. 

“Perhaps they think | have ruined him.” 

Blessed considered. The auctioneer knew the proportions 
of a Krase warrior and surely he knew those of a human 
after the display on the auction block. Perhaps the 
auctioneer figured Blessed had fucked him and ripped Tyler 
apart. Blessed shivered at the idea. He would never hurt 
Tyler. It was one of the reasons he had to get rid of him. It 
wasn’t just about protecting himself emotionally. He had to 
protect Tyler physically. 

Longing for the full completion of their union was going 
to drive him slowly but surely mad. Thrusting his finger deep 
into the channel he wished to fill with his prick would 
continue to gnaw at him until he ultimately started to work 
Tyler open. Doing so would hurt Tyler and he knew it. They 
simply weren’t compatible in that way. If Blessed were wired 
differently, he might be satisfied to have Tyler mount him, 
but he wasn’t. And he didn’t think Tyler was interested in 
that, either. 

So Blessed had come to the painful conclusion that he 
had to let Tyler go. Loving him was emotionally and 
physically dangerous. There was nothing to be done but put 
great distance between them. To that end, Blessed decided 
that what he would do was return Tyler in person. In that 


way, he could show the merchant that Tyler was 
undamaged. While he was there, he would buy a more 
physically compatible slave and then spend as much time as 
he could fucking the damn thing until his prick could take no 
more. 

“That will rid me of my obsession with Tyler Stewart.” 


Chapter 15 


“I can’t wait to see where he’s taking me.” Tyler dressed 
carefully, making sure his clothing was clean, pressed, and 
showed off his form to greatest advantage. He was worried 
sick after their night together, and he was still ambivalent 
about what he wanted more—Blessed or his freedom—but 
tonight he would find out if his rapidly developing feelings 
for Blessed were returned. 

Apparently, all of his misgivings were wrong. After their 
amazing encounter, Blessed had spooned Tyler, and they’d 
slept nestled together all night. But in the morning, Blessed 
had lifted Tyler from the bed and practically tiptoed him 
back to his room, locking him in. Tyler had lain very still 
trying to understand what had happened. He thought 
Blessed was angry, but now, he didn’t think Blessed was 
irate with him. If anything, he was probably a little 
concerned that their attraction had been so sudden and so 
shockingly intense. Tyler had felt the world below his feet 
shift after what they’d shared in Blessed’s bed, so it wasn’t 
any wonder to him that Blessed had needed some time 
alone to process his feelings. He’d done the same thing that 
first day in the hotel room. 

Feeling excited and hopeful for the first time since he’d 
taken up residence in Blessed’s home, Tyler dutifully 
followed behind the slave master as he took him from the 
Slave quarters and into the main part of the house where 
Blessed lived. 

Tyler frowned. 

There on the threshold waited devotee with Tyler’s slave 
collar. Unsure what was going on, Tyler allowed devotee to 
slip the device on his neck. Even though it was light, it felt 
strangely heavy after so many weeks without it. When 
devotee attached the leash, Tyler thought he understood 
that wherever they were going, they would be walking, and 
that meant Blessed had to have him on his lead. It was a 
little demeaning, but if that was the way of Blessed’s 


culture, Tyler figured he’d better get used to it now, 
especially if he was going to stay with him. 

“Where is he taking me?” 

Devotee did not speak or even acknowledge Tyler’s 
question as he led him through the living area then to the 
main entrance. There, Blessed was waiting. When Tyler saw 
him, he had to damn near swallow his tongue to stop 
himself from drooling all over his outfit. 

Blessed was wearing black pants that clung but also 
seemed roomy enough for him to fight should he have need 
to do so. His shirt was red, and cut in the same generous 
way as the trousers, yet the fabric clung to him the way 
Tyler wanted to. Oh, to be Blessed’s clothing and plastered 
against all that power. On his feet were sturdy boots that 
looked strong and comfortable enough to walk for endless 
miles. At his waist was a belt with weapons. As scary as they 
looked, they were also highly decorative. 

Tyler frowned when he realized that Blessed was wearing 
a uniform. He opened his mouth to ask where they were 
going, but he didn’t when devotee put the end of his leash 
in Blessed’s hand. Not once had Blessed looked at him. His 
attention was on the main door. He was standing to the 
side, obviously waiting for devotee to give him Tyler’s lead. 
As soon as he wrapped his fist around it, Blessed opened 
the door and exited with massive strides. Devotee was a 
few steps behind him, and Tyler followed dutifully behind 
both of them. It didn’t take him long to realize they were 
walking back to the slave auctioneer’s place. 

Pushing hard forward to keep up, Tyler realized that 
Blessed hadn’t retreated to deal with his burgeoning 
feelings of love. He’d withdrawn into solitary so that he 
could decide the best way to get rid of his servant who no 
longer satisfied. Tyler realized his mistake had been in 
taking too much pleasure for himself. He never should have 
let Blessed work him like that. It should have been him 
slaving over Blessed’s beautiful body to satisfy him, not the 
other way around. 


“I’m sorry. | swear next time | will think only of pleasing 
you.” 

Now that the prospect of leaving Blessed was imminent, 
Tyler had no more ambivalence about what he wanted. He 
wanted to stay with Blessed. If he couldn’t have his 
freedom, he wanted to stay with a man he knew, a man 
he’d grown to—love. 

The stunning realization came right as Tyler set foot 
outside. This time it was night in the city, which somehow 
made the buildings seem even more massive as lights 
delineated their shapes in the darkness. Cold air started to 
penetrate his clothing, but as the tailors had said it would, 
the fabric tightened up, automatically retaining Tyler’s body 
heat. 

Blessed strode down the walkway at a pace that almost 
killed Tyler to meet, but meet it he did so he wouldn't fall 
and ruin his fine clothing. 

“Please, don’t sell me back.” 

His pleas fell on deaf ears. Blessed was so focused on his 
journey he didn’t even bother to look back. Tyler thought of 
stopping, standing his ground, and demanding a discussion, 
but he realized all that would get him was a ride on 
Blessed’s shoulder. Rather than let his slave detain him, 
Blessed would just toss Tyler onto his shoulder and make 
him go where he wanted him to go. Tyler could either go 
under his own steam or he could be treated like the object 
Blessed saw him as. 

And that was what straightened Tyler’s spine, his 
shoulders, and shut his mouth. If Blessed didn’t want him, 
he wasn’t going to whine his way into the man’s heart. Not 
that he was a man. Tyler reminded himself for the 
umpteenth time that Blessed wasn’t human. He was an 
alien who had bought him for the purposes of pleasure. 
When Tyler had failed him in that respect, Blessed had 
decided to get rid of him. It wasn’t personal. It was business. 
The fact that this man—creature—dealt in flesh should have 
made it clear to Tyler he had no heart. 


Eventually they were back inside the foyer of the auction 
house. There was only a handful of aliens in the lobby, most 
of them milling about as if they were waiting for something. 
Tyler’s heart sank. Perhaps they were waiting for him. For all 
he knew, he’d already been sold to his next owner. 

Tyler examined the creatures as he continued to follow 
Blessed. He didn’t see any that he would willingly go with. 
Unlike Blessed, these creatures weren’t bipeds. Most had 
three eyes and they weren’t built anything like a humanoid. 
In their hands—tentacles—Tyler had no idea what they 
would do to him. The mere thought terrified him. 

“Please.” 

Blessed hesitated a fraction of a second. Not long 
enough to stumble in his stride but long enough for Tyler to 
know that he’d heard him. 

“I will do anything you wish. Please don’t sell me to one 
of those—” 

“I’m not selling you. I’m setting you free.” 

It was Tyler’s turn to almost miss a step as he processed 
what Blessed had said. Freedom? “You’re sending me back 
to Earth?” 

“Yes,” Blessed hissed over his shoulder without looking 
back. “So shut up and keep up or I might change my mind.” 

Tyler kept pace only because he was so focused on 
Blessed’s back that he just followed while his mind was 
spinning. He was going home. Home! His family, his friends, 
his job, his crappy little apartment with the faucet that 
dripped no matter how many times the landlord fixed it. He 
could come and go as he pleased. He could buy a six-pack, 
plop down in his recliner, and watch sports all day while 
wearing nothing but his boxers. He could grab a few 
essentials, toss them in a backpack, then go hiking and 
Sleep under the stars. 

The thought of all that was balanced by the notion that 
he would never again get to see Blessed looming over him. 
He’d never get to see that stunned little smile Blessed made 
when Tyler said something that he’d never thought of, or did 


something to him he hadn’t expected. Last night when 
they’d been together, when Blessed had literally and 
figuratively rocked Tyler’s world with his powerful finger and 
fist...none of that would ever be repeated again. Tyler would 
have the memories, but those would fade. Things like that 
always did. Eventually, Tyler would get over his fascination. 
Maybe he’d finally ask out that hot dog vendor. Who knew 
what fun, kinky things they could do together? And if 
nothing else, at least they would be physically compatible. 
No matter how massive hot dog guy’s dick was, it wasn’t 
ever going to get close to what Blessed was packing. 

All that was true. All that was something to look forward 
to. But all that did was make Tyler think of what he was 
leaving behind. That thought brought Tyler’s attention right 
back to Blessed. As he strode through the lobby, his low, 
tight buns clenched and relaxed against the powerful thrust 
of his thighs. The black fabric of his trousers enhanced the 
display. Tyler had only gotten a brief glance of the front, but 
from the way those creatures around them parted before 
Blessed, he had one hell of a presence. Tyler knew he was 
devastating naked, but apparently, he was even more so 
dressed. 

Eventually, they came to the business area of the 
auction house. The man who had sold Tyler to Blessed was 
behind the counter. When he saw Blessed, he blanched, 
turning his blue skin ashen gray. He tried to make a swift 
getaway, but Blessed tracked him with his gaze. It was clear 
to the merchant and everyone else that if the man dared to 
run, Blessed was going to hunt him down. 

“You will speak with me.” It wasn’t a question but more 
of an order, one that the slave auctioneer readily followed. 

“Your graciousness. How honored am | to see you again 
so soon. Are you in need of another slave?” He bowed twice, 
but he didn’t come around the counter that separated him 
from Blessed. 

“You know why I am here.” 


“I do not know what you mean. There is nothing between 
us in writing.” The merchant lifted his entire body so that he 
stood tall, but all three of his eyes were a bit too wide for 
him to project the demeanor of an honest businessman. 

Tyler watched the exchange not quite understanding 
what was happening. 

“I do not want money. | wish to free him.” 

At this, the auctioneer’s three eyes narrowed, as did the 
eyes of many of his workers. “Free him?” 

“He has proven himself worthy of freedom. Tyler Stewart 
is a proud warrior of his people. Enslaving him is wrong. | do 
not wish to be paid back. | only wish to restore him to his 
rightful place on his world.” 

The merchant darted his gaze from Blessed to Tyler, and 
then he seemed to take surreptitious glances around at 
those who were near enough to hear their conversation. He 
was afraid of something, but Tyler couldn’t figure out what. 

“How gracious of you, your graciousness.” The merchant 
made all kinds of chatty, happy comments that were fairly 
meaningless. All the while he was edging away from his 
coworkers. “I shall have you come into my office so we can 
discuss this magnanimous gift you wish to give to one so 
clearly deserving.” 

Tyler frowned. That man didn’t know him from Adam. He 
would have no idea whether Tyler was deserving or not. The 
only thing he seemed to be concerned with was making sure 
they had privacy for whatever it was he was going to tell 
Blessed. Tyler wasn’t certain why, but something in his gut 
told him he wasn’t going to want to hear what the slave 
auctioneer had to Say. 

“We shall have to go up.” He pointed toward the rows of 
elevators. 

Blessed moved that way with his retinue while the 
merchant tried to slip away into the crowds getting off. 
Blessed grasped his collar and yanked him into one of the 
lifts. 

Hand shaking, the merchant selected a floor. 


They rode in silence. 

Tyler was standing behind Blessed while devotee was to 
his side and the merchant was in the front. Since none of 
the other people waiting had wanted to get on an elevator 
with a fully outfitted Krase warrior who looked pissed off, 
they had the lift to themselves. As the lowest ranking 
among them, Tyler was standing at the rear of the tiny 
Space. Since no one could see him, Tyler reached out and 
placed his hand low on Blessed’s back. It would probably be 
the very last time he would ever touch him. The fabric below 
his palm was warm from the heat of Blessed’s flesh. He felt 
so strong, so powerful, and then suddenly, Tyler’s hand was 
brushed aside as Blessed turned. 

His eyes were fully black and the look on his face was 
unreadable. Into his massive hands he took Tyler’s hands, 
pushed him against the wall, and then proceeded to step 
into him and kiss him until he couldn’t breathe. Against his 
belly, Tyler felt his strosan uncoil so his hardening prick 
could be free. It was possessive, passionate, and over so 
quickly Tyler was shaken when they eventually stepped off 
the lift. Had Blessed really just done that, or had Tyler only 
imagined it? When Tyler got a look at Blessed’s trousers, he 
knew it really had happened because he was busily setting 
himself to rights. 

After more ego-stroking chatter, the merchant took 
Blessed into a room with a curious assortment of chairs. 
Tyler figured there was probably something for most life 
forms to sit on. Since Blessed chose to stand, Tyler did, too. 
Devotee stayed right by Blessed’s’ side throughout 
everything. According to Blessed, devotee had been with 
him from the moment he had started training with weapons. 
As he grew into his role of warrior, devotee grew into his 
role as the servant of that warrior. To Tyler, he thought 
devotee was kind of like a medieval squire. Wherever 
Blessed went, so did devotee. Poor guy. He was so low on 
the citizen scale he didn’t even get to have his own name. 


“Why do you bring me here?” Blessed looked around the 
office. 

“Because what | have to tell you is not something | wish 
to be known by all.” The merchant looked at devotee and 
Tyler. “Perhaps it would be best if your servant took your 
Slave outside for a moment.” 

“They can hear what you say to me.” 

The merchant looked to argue the point, but then 
abruptly changed his mind. “As you wish, your graciousness. 
Refreshments?” His finger hovered over a button on his 
desk, and Tyler figured if he pressed it servants would 
attend to the merchant’s needs. 

“I do not require anything but an answer for why you are 
behaving so strangely. Surely | am not the first citizen who 
wishes to give a slave his freedom.” 

“Not the first, no. It doesn’t happen often, but it’s not 
completely rare.” He smiled, but it looked forced and his 
hand trembled as he straightened his glimmering robe. 
“May | ask why you wish to free him?” 

“I already said why.” 

Blessed was not a man who liked to repeat himself. 
Frankly, the merchant was lucky Blessed had said anything 
about his reasons in the first place. 

“Oh, yes. A warrior, did you say?” He considered Tyler 
with his darting gaze and then drummed his fingers on the 
desktop. 

Blessed leaned over the furniture between him and the 
merchant. “You will stop delaying me and simply tell me 
why I cannot free my slave.” 

“If you wish to free him and have him live here on Krase, 
| would be delighted to assist you in filing the paperwork.” 

“I wish to free him and send him back to his home 
planet.” 

“Earth?” 

“Yes.” Blessed’s irritation was starting to show. Tyler got 
the sudden distinct impression that Blessed wasn’t getting 
rid of him because he didn’t like him. Blessed was getting 


rid of him because he liked him way too much. That hungry 
kiss in the lift sooke volumes. Rather than let himself sink 
any deeper emotionally, Blessed must have decided the 
best thing to do was to free Tyler and thus spare himself 
from falling in love with a slave. The very idea made Tyler 
even more ambivalent about choosing between his freedom 
and a man he now knew he truly loved. 

“You're setting me free because you love me.” 

Blessed didn’t turn, but his body tensed as evidenced by 
the way his buns rose up toward his waistline. 

“Is this true?” The look on the auctioneer’s face was so 
hopeful it was almost like he was personally invested in 
Blessed and Tyler’s relationship. 

“My feelings are my business.” 

Blessed still didn’t turn around, but Tyler now knew why 
his eyes had gone black and stayed that way. Lust had 
turned to love, and the truth of that literally showed in 
Blessed’s eyes. No wonder he was trying to get rid of him. 
The big bad warrior couldn’t risk something like love making 
him appear weak. Tyler considered. Would that somehow 
bring shame on him? 

“| love you, too.” 

There was a long note of silence. 

“It doesn’t matter what | feel or what he does. | want him 
to go home to his planet. That is where his family is. He 
deserves to be returned. | don’t know how you got him, but 
you have to give him back.” 

Tyler wasn’t surprised by Blessed’s cold refusal to talk 
about his feelings. And he didn’t think it had anything to do 
with witnesses. Even if they were alone, Blessed would be 
uncomfortable. It was why he’d left Tyler immediately after 
intense encounters. Blessed simply didn’t know how to 
handle being vulnerable in any way. 

But now Tyler had to decide if he loved Blessed enough 
to give up everything he knew and fight to stay with him. 

Reaching out, Tyler put his hand on Blessed’s back. “l 
want to stay with you.” 


“Well then!” The auctioneer clapped his hands together 
gleefully. “It seems all our problems are solved.” 

Blessed shrugged. It was just enough to dislodge Tyler’s 
hand. “He is going back today, and if you try to delay me 
again, | will kill you.” 

Eyeing the weapons Blessed carried, the merchant took 
a huge step backward. “I can’t send him home.” 

“Why?” 

After a long sigh and another step backward, the 
auctioneer said, “There is nowhere to send him back to.” 


Chapter 16 


The news hit Blessed like a blow. He had taunted Tyler 
with the notion that he would call for an invasion of Earth, 
but it seemed his jest had been turned into reality. But he 
hesitated to reveal his ignorance. Surely if there had been a 
major invasion and a full conquest, Blessed would have 
heard something about it. He’d been distracted by Tyler, but 
he hadn’t been completely oblivious to everything going on 
in the universe. 

“What do you mean there is nowhere to send him back 
to?” As much as Blessed wanted to turn and hold Tyler while 
he uncovered the truth behind the auctioneer’s words, he 
didn’t because he was too afraid to validate what Tyler had 
figured out on his own. Somehow, if Blessed never 
confirmed he loved Tyler, it couldn’t be used against him. 

Wearily, the merchant fell into his chair. “I am a foolish, 
greedy man.” 

“You will explain without me having to drag it out of you, 
or | will show you what this is used for.” From his belt, 
Blessed removed a curious item and held it up. “This is used 
to strip sections of skin off an opponent to either kill him 
Slowly or extract information. My indulgence in your 
pattering ways is done.” 

Eyeing the tool with horror-filled eyes, the merchant 
spilled everything. In a quest to find interesting and unique 
Slaves, the merchant took stock from all kinds of sellers. 
Usually, he verified how the slaves were procured. “I may 
sell flesh, but | ensure that those taken into bondage were 
at least destined for that course. Through either warfare or 
appeasement, the creatures | deal in have always honestly 
fallen into their lot.” 

The merchant looked past Blessed to Tyler, who was 
behind him. Again, Blessed successfully fought off his urge 
to turn and offer some show of comfort to him. 

“Get to the point.” 


“A man came to me with a collection of beautiful and 
unique creatures called Earthlings. He said that he gained 
them via appeasement. When he threatened to invade their 
world, the ruler of Earth gave him a collection of slaves. He 
said he had far more than he could ever use so he would sell 
them to me. The price was amazingly reasonable.” 

“Which should have been your first indication that some 
form of trickery was afoot.” 

“The cost wasn’t ridiculously low, but low enough | saw 
potential profit. So | bought all that he had. And then | put 
them up and | was stunned when they sold so high. 
Although, none brought in the price that yours did.” Again, 
he looked to Tyler, but this time he sighed. “I thought it was 
his display. | know bidding was fierce and it was for the 
others, too. But then...” 

He trailed off, and Blessed lost whatever patience he 
had. With one big hand he lifted and tossed the desk to the 
side, flinging it out of his way. The merchant shot to his feet. 
Before the merchant could retreat, Blessed was on him. 
Wrapping his fist around the man’s neck, he pushed him 
into the nearest wall and held him there. 

“If you dare to halt or hesitate in your tale again, | will 
squeeze. Each time you defy me, | will pinch my fingers 
closer together.” 

“He stole them from their planet!” the merchant 
shrieked. “He didn’t buy them as is required or gain them 
through honorable means. He stole them by pulling them 
out of the space-time continuum of their destinies.” Again, 
the merchant looked at Tyler. “Your slave should have died 
in some kind of an accident. However, right before the 
moment of impact, this man, this vile charlatan, pulled him 
out and cast him into his ship. That is how he got his 
Earthlings. None of them can go back because on their 
world they are dead.” 

There was silence as the full horror of that sunk in. “If we 
put them back, we create a distortion.” Blessed realized the 
mess that some greedy slave merchant had created would 


now be visited on whomever bought his wares. But worse, 
as much as he wanted to free Tyler, to let him go because 
he loved him too much to cage him up, he simply couldn’t 
restore him to the life he had known. Even putting him back 
on the planet under a different name in a different locale 
would start the distortion. Eventually, a mess would 
resonate out from Earth to all the other planets, which was 
why such a scheme was forbidden by any sane civilization’s 
laws. Under no circumstances could Tyler return to the 
planet of his birth. 

Blessed realized he had no choice but to keep Tyler. If he 
wished, he could sell him to someone else on Krase, but his 
mind would not allow him rest if he thought of Tyler in 
bondage to another. The very idea of anyone using Tyler for 
sexual congress—no. That he could not do. Tyler’s panicked 
plea begging Blessed not to sell him to those curious- 
looking creatures in the lobby of the building resonated in 
Blessed’s mind. He couldn’t ever have another night of rest 
if he thought of anyone harming Tyler. Or worse, his ego 
couldn’t stand the notion of another giving him more 
pleasure than Blessed could. 

If he couldn’t go home, Tyler had to stay with Blessed. 
What infuriated Blessed was how happy that information 
made him. It was cruel, because Tyler would be devastated, 
and it was wrong for Blessed to be happy in his time of pain. 
But he couldn’t help feeling the way he did. The only thing 
Blessed had control over was admitting his feelings. That he 
didn’t think he could do. Tyler had. And even though Blessed 
wanted to think his confession of love had come from his 
fear of being sold to another, he knew it hadn’t. Tyler said 
he loved him because Tyler really loved him. 

“I will give you back your money,” 
offered. 

Blessed nodded even though he had no care for the 
return of his funds. In his eyes, Tyler was priceless. “You will 
give me the name of the man who sold him to you.” 


the auctioneer 


The merchant’s gaze darted away, and Blessed pinched 
his fingers together, cutting off part of his airflow. 

“I do not know it!” 

“You bought live cargo from a man you did not know?” It 
sounded like the height of stupidity to Blessed, but then 
again, he’d bought Tyler without knowing his origins. 

“It was layered through multiple contacts, but | will give 
you all that | know. | swear it. | will give you everything | 
have.” 

“Like knowing means shit.” 

Blessed turned, and Tyler was there, looking at him, his 
eyes so haunted they seemed to have sunk deeper into his 
Skull. 

“How does knowing who this asshole was who did this to 
me do me any good? | can’t go home. Ever. | thought | could 
be happy with you, but you don’t want me. You would rather 
get rid of me than admit that you love me.” Tyler shook his 
head, and the tears that wetted his lashes fell onto his 
cheeks. “All the people | love have spent all this time 
mourning me while I’ve been agonizing over what | want to 
do—go home or stay with you. It turns out | don’t have a 
choice.” 

Blessed didn’t know what prompted him to let go of the 
merchant, but he did. As the auctioneer slumped down to 
the floor, Blessed moved to Tyler. At first Tyler backed away, 
but Blessed kept following him until Tyler’s back was against 
a wall. 

“What are you going to do, you big monster, threaten—” 

Blessed captured his hands, pressed close, and kissed 
him, just like he had done in the elevator on the way up 
here. He’d thought that was his good-bye kiss. Blessed 
actually thought he could free Tyler and return him to his 
planet, yet when he found out there was absolutely no way 
for that to happen, he’d practically danced he’d been so 
happy. He was genuinely heartbroken for Tyler’s pain. He 
would not wish such devastation on his worst enemy. But 


Blessed couldn’t help but be pleased that he had no choice 
now but to keep Tyler. 

Yet keeping him with a lie between them was no way to 
start their new life together. Swallowing down his terror, 
embracing his fear of the unknown, Blessed met Tyler’s 
beautiful blue eyes and said, “I love you.” 

Tyler’s eyes went wide. 

“I was afraid to confess to you before, but not now. | 
didn’t want to let you go, but | couldn’t keep you caged. | 
thought if | set you free on your home world at least one of 
us would be happy. To find that | can’t fills me with relief that 
| don’t have to let you go, yet | am saddened that all those 
you care about are lost to you.” 

Tyler seemed to be so stunned by Blessed’s heartfelt 
confession he stood mute for a very long time. Silence 
wasn’t something that came easily to his Earthling, so 
Blessed thought he was either very upset or very shocked. 
Perhaps both. 

“I will take you home. | will do everything | can to find 
this man and rip his limbs from his body so that the music of 
his screams—” 

Tyler lifted his hand and placed one finger against 
Blessed’s lips. “Just take me home.” 

“Not yet.” Blessed reached for the collar around Tyler’s 
neck. “This never, ever should have been put on you, and | 
swear it never will touch your skin again.” Blessed handed 
the device to devotee. “I will have papers drawn up freeing 
you. | will do everything | can to make you a citizen with full 
rights.” Blessed swallowed hard. “If ever you should want to 
leave me, you will be able to do so.” 

“| don’t see that happening.” 

Blessed smiled. 

“Now, you big sexy alien, take me home.” 


Chapter 17 


They left the auctioneer in the shambles of his office. 
This time as they walked home, they were side by side and 
it was clear to anyone passing by that they were a couple. 
Some lifted brows, some blinked their many eyes, but none 
of them said anything. Although, who would dare to speak ill 
against a fully outfitted Krase warrior? 

Tyler had to grieve the fact that he would never see his 
family or friends again, but at least they wouldn’t wonder 
what happened to him. In their world, he was dead, and 
they would have to make their peace with that. He hoped 
that they had. In a way, he was relieved that he couldn’t go 
back. The decision had agonized him, but ultimately he’d 
chosen to stay with Blessed. He loved him. That he no 
longer had the choice to make didn’t matter so much 
because he had already decided to stay with the man—alien 
—of his dreams. 

They still had issues to work out, but the fact that 
Blessed had been able to acknowledge his emotional 
connection was a giant step forward that would probably 
make their other mollifications much easier. 

The only thing that worried Tyler was that he couldn’t 
satisfy Blessed by giving him his body in full. They had 
found ways around the issue of penetration, but they’d 
admitted to one another it was still an issue. Tyler had no 
idea how to solve it unless he began opening himself up for 
Blessed, the mere idea of which scared the hell out of him. If 
he were able to accommodate Blessed’s cock, his ass would 
be pretty much broken for anything else. 

Blessed had immediately nixed the idea. “I like you as 
you are.” 

“But—” 

“We will find another way.” 

Tyler wasn’t sure what that meant, but Blessed seemed 
to have no problem finding all kinds of creative sex acts for 
them to indulge in. What made him so amazing was his 


sheer physicality. One night he’d lifted Tyler up, put his legs 
over his shoulders, and tongued his ass while walking 
around. It was insane and exciting. Blessed didn’t stop until 
Tyler was seconds away from release. Then he’d angled him 
over so that he was in the same position but Blessed was 
able to suck his cock. 

To his credit, Tyler had found more secret spots on 
Blessed’s body. Some were very subtle, and Blessed had 
become adept at hiding them, but once he felt safer 
Sharing, he became a very vocal lover. When Tyler hit all his 
hot spots, Blessed bellowed loud enough to scare the 
servants. 

True to his word, Blessed had filed all the necessary 
forms to have Tyler declared a citizen with full rights. He 
turned right around and proposed a mutual consent to share 
arrangement, which was Blessed’s people’s version of a 
marriage. The wording had been a little scary, mentioning 
things like gutting being a legitimate punishment for 
adultery, but Blessed had all such language stricken from 
their agreement before they signed. Basically, they agreed 
to stay together through thick and thin, but if one of them 
truly wanted to leave the other, they could without any 
penalty. But Tyler doubted that was going to happen. He 
loved his sexy alien and had no interest in anyone else. 

“I have a surprise for you.” Blessed had told Tyler this at 
their morning meal but then left for hours. Tyler had done 
everything he could to distract himself, but nothing was 
working. Just what in the world was Blessed going to do 
now? 

When he finally returned, the look on his face was 
guarded, but it usually was, so Tyler had to resort to stroking 
the super-sensitive spot behind the last few strands of his 
hair. 

“That is cheating.” 

“I want my surprise.” 

“Come with me and | will show you.” 


Blessed moved through the house with his hypnotizing 
grace, and Tyler willingly followed because he loved to 
watch the sleek motion of his buttocks. Tyler had a flicker of 
disappointment when Blessed went past the playroom and 
on into the bedroom. He had hoped it was some kind of 
kinky sex toy. Not like they didn’t have a lot of those 
already, just that one more certainly wouldn’t hurt. Since he 
was taking him to the bedroom, Tyler thought that maybe 
he’d gotten a bigger bed because sometimes when Blessed 
Slept he snored, which wasn’t that bad, but sometimes he 
did what Tyler had dubbed “sleep fighting.” One kick to 
Tyler’s hip had sent him flying out of bed. He wasn’t hurt, 
but he wanted to be able to put a little more room between 
them when Blessed had restless sleep. 

When he entered the bedroom he found the same old 
bed. 

“I think | have solved my restless sleep issues.” 

“Oh?” 

“| believe it is because | am not getting any penetration.” 

“Oh.” Tyler slumped. “I’ve wracked my brain but—” 

“I have found a solution.” Blessed slowly unfastened his 
trousers. 

Tyler watched, loving the sleek way he moved, but he 
worried at exactly what this solution might be. And then his 
eyes almost fell out of his head. “What the hell happened to 
your cock?” 

“You don’t like it?” 

“It’s like a quarter of the size it used to be!” Tyler was 
horrified that Blessed had himself mutilated just to 
accommodate him. 

“But this way | can fuck you.” 

“Yeah, but...wait. Why isn’t it in bandages?” 

“What?” Blessed reached down and cupped his fist 
around his prick. “I see.” He laughed lightly. “You think | had 
it trimmed down?” 

“Well, yeah.” Tyler stepped closer, almost afraid to see a 
line of horrible stiches on the side. 


“It’s a pan-dimensional device that has been designed to 
contain the size of my prick but only temporarily.” Blessed 
touched a curious golden ring that encircled the base of his 
cock and his strosan. “This activates and deactivates the 
unit. It doesn’t hurt and can’t be accidently disengaged.” 

Tyler reached out and cupped a tentative hand around 
Blessed’s shaft. “Oh, God. It’s amazing.” His cock was big, 
but it wasn’t too big. “We can actually—” He looked up and 
right into Blessed’s jet-black eyes. 

“I have been waiting so long for this.” Blessed hurriedly 
stripped out of all his clothes, as did Tyler. 

Envisioning a fast and furious fuck, Tyler was almost 
brought to tears by Blessed’s tender kisses and strokes 
along his body. 

“| thought you were in a hurry?” 

“No.” Blessed placed another soul-searing series of 
kisses against Tyler’s nipples. “I said that | had waited a very 
long time for this. That doesn’t mean | want to rush through 
it.” 

“My sweet mate wants to make love to me.” 

“Is that what you call this?” Blessed eased Tyler’s legs 
apart and slid a lube-slicked finger inside. 

“What would you call it?” 

Blessed said something that the translator couldn’t find a 
word for. “It didn’t translate?” 

“No. What does it mean?” 

“It is like love but a kind of conquered love.” 

“Ah. So you are finally conquering me with your love.” 

“No.” Blessed moved between Tyler’s legs and lowered 
himself until the tip of his penis pressed against his 
quivering hole. “It is you who conquered me with love.” 

As he slowly slid inside, Tyler thought he was going to 
orgasm from the sheer joy of their union. All the time 
waiting, longing, and desperately trying to find solutions 
was now in the past. Each incremental bit Blessed went 
deeper seemed to bind them even tighter. 

“Ah, there it is.” 


“What?” Tyler asked, gripping along Blessed’s shoulders. 

“That little curl in your upper lip. It’s what made me buy 
you.” 

“It is?” 

“Indeed. When the auction house handler inserted the 
probe, your upper lip curled just like that, showing me how 
much you enjoyed what was being done to you.” Blessed 
kissed him gently. “I knew | had to have you.” 

“And now you finally can.” 

“I find | am unable to tell you how good you feel.” 

“Same here.” Tyler laughed lightly and then rocked his 
hips up so that Blessed was now fully engulfed within his 
clutching bottom. 

Unable to speak, they simply held each other tight and 
held their gazes locked. After a long time simply to feel their 
bodies bound together, they began to move. What amazed 
Tyler was how effortless their jointing was. There was no 
pain, no fear, no worries, only beautiful bliss. Each gentle 
sway increased their mounting pleasure until Blessed’s neck 
started to show the strain of his restraint. 

“Go faster.” 

“| don’t want to hurt you.” 

“PII tell you if you do.” 

Still unsure, Blessed began to thrust harder, and then 
faster, until he was slamming his cock so deep into Tyler he 
was practically bouncing him on the bed. It was so wickedly 
hot Tyler cried out and came, splattering all over Blessed’s 
belly. His climax egged Blessed on. Teasing all his hot spots, 
Tyler pushed his virile warrior to the point he couldn’t hold 
back. With one mighty thrust and a loud bellow, he came. 

Tyler felt his powerful gush and was staggered by 
another orgasm ripping through him. His ass tightened 
around Blessed, who growled and kept thrusting until Tyler 
was done with what could only be described as multiple 
body-wracking and breath-stealing orgasms. 

He swore it took almost an hour for him to get his 
breathing back under control. When he did, Blessed was still 


above him, balanced on his arms, peering down at him with 
a mixture of love, pride, and total satisfaction. 

“You should be proud of yourself. I’ve never had anyone 
rock my world like that.” 

“It is my cream.” 

“It is?” 

Blessed nodded. “Yours pleases me like no other. | think 
the same is true for you.” 

Tyler remembered the uncontrollable intensity he felt 
when Blessed had been finger fucking his ass and used his 
cream as a lube. He’d practically gone crazy it had felt so 
good. To have a full dose inside was probably the cause of 
his multiple orgasms. 

“Oh, God. Forgive me. | didn’t even ask if it hurt you to 
have your dick crushed down like that.” Tyler was ready to 
move their bodies apart so Blessed could free his beast, but 
he shook his head. 

“It doesn’t hurt. It actually compressed all the nerves 
into a smaller space, which intensifies the feelings. And | 
noticed that my climax feels beyond words.” 

“Beyond words?” 

“I can’t describe to you how good it feels. My climax is 
the same volume, but it’s rushing through my smaller cock.” 
Blessed shivered. “Indescribable.” 

“Lie on your side so we can cuddle.” 

With some careful maneuvering they were able to keep 
Blessed inside Tyler’s bottom, but now they could lazily 
touch one another. 

“Are you happy?” Blessed asked Tyler this question often 
as it was his biggest worry. 

“lam.” Tyler kissed him. “Are you?” 

“Lam.” Blessed sighed contentedly. 

“No more boredom sending you to the auction house?” 

“I have more than enough excitement keeping up with 
my Earthling. | do not need another.” Blessed paused. “Do 
you?” 


“Need another?” Tyler shook his head. “No way. One sexy 
alien is all l'Il ever need.” 

Blessed kissed him lightly and pulled him close. “There is 
one thing | know for sure.” 

“What’s that?” 

“No matter what comes, you and | will always find a way 
to work things out.” 

“Or fit things in.” 

They laughed together and then resumed their easy 
kisses and playful strokes. Tyler had thought he was 
dreaming on that stage, and sometimes he still did, because 
he was so very lucky to find love in the arms of an alien. 


Epilogue 


“What do you think you’re doing?” Blessed watched as 
Tyler engaged the cock-crushing device. It was still very 
strange to look down and find himself so small, but the 
pleasure of penetrating his mate more than made up for 
that. 

“I think I’m getting a fix. | swear, I’m like a junkie with 
your dick. | need it. | need it now.” Tyler dropped to his knees 
and licked the tip of Blessed’s prick until he was hard. As 
soon as he was, Tyler lubed him up and then climbed into 
his lap, guiding Blessed’s prick into the welcoming heat of 
his ass. 

Blessed dug his hands into the armrests of his chair to 
hold himself still. No matter how many times he felt his 
mate in this way, he was still struck by the intensity of the 
act every time they came together. What amazed him was 
that it was never the same twice. Sometimes what started 
out as a quick, randy fuck turned into languid lovemaking. 
Other times it went the other direction, from soft love to 
hard fucking, but it always it ended with both of them 
climaxing. 

“I’m supposed to be helping to find the slave trader who 
illegally captured you.” 

“Oh?” Tyler's eyes rolled back once he had taken 
Blessed’s cock as deeply as he could. “Are you going to 
thank him?” 

Blessed gripped Tyler’s buttocks and helped him lift and 
lower himself. “I would thank him and then imprison him.” 
Blessed was torn by what he had to do. If the slave runner 
had not broken the law, Blessed never would have found 
Tyler. Yet what he’d done could still have far-reaching 
complications that they simply weren’t aware of yet. Still, 
he’d been called out of retirement to help track the criminal 
down, and that was precisely what Blessed would do. 

“Faster,” Tyler begged as he gripped Blessed’s shoulders. 


“I will show you faster.” Blessed stood, taking Tyler up in 
his powerful arms. While watching his expressive face, he 
pulled his cock out, grinning when Tyler made a whimper of 
despair. Blessed took him over to the window in his 
observation room then turned him so that he could see out 
into the city at night. Holding him against the window, 
Blessed eased his prick back inside and then rocked his 
hips. 

Each stroke made Tyler cling more firmly to the window. 
His hot breath made a plume against the cold glass as each 
thrust tousled his beautiful blond hair. Faster Blessed went 
until he swore he was a blur against his mate. When he was 
ready to climax, Blessed yanked him back into his arms and 
Slammed him down right as he drilled up, finding his 
release. 

Uttering a satisfied cry, Tyler came, and twined his arms 
back to hold onto Blessed. 

Carefully, Blessed returned to the chair, settling himself 
down while cradling his mate. They didn’t talk for a long 
while. They didn’t need to. They were able to convey a 
tremendous amount of information in their touches. All was 
well in their world. What few differences they’d had were 
easily solved when they worked toward the solution 
together. 

“Are you glad to be out of retirement?” 

“I am glad to have work to do. But | do not want it to 
consume all my time.” Blessed nuzzled Tyler’s neck. “Why? 
Do you wish for me not to work?” 

“| don’t mind.” 

“But?” 

“What but? There isn’t a but coming here.” 

“Hmm.” Blessed wasn’t so sure. Tyler had a knack for 
making Blessed consider and reconsider many things. His 
house slaves were in a state of shock after he had freed 
them then hired them to work for him. Tyler had been 
profoundly moved by Blessed’s generosity. Blessed had felt 


odd at first going from owner to employer, but now it was 
more comfortable and they did seem happier. 

“It’s just that, well...” 

“Yes?” 

“| would like work to do, too.” 

Turning him around in his lap, Blessed considered Tyler’s 
earnest face. “What would you like to do?” 

“The humans who were stolen will need help 
assimilating. Maybe | could do that.” 

Blessed nodded. “I will Suggest it. But don’t be upset if 
they say no.” Krase was rather closed-door when it came to 
issues regarding their planet. Since the slave trader had 
dropped off all his wares on Krase—so far as they knew— 
Blessed’s government saw it as their problem. 

“It wouldn’t hurt to ask,” Tyler suggested. 

“No, it will not.” Blessed kissed him. “What else?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Nothing but I love you.” 

Blessed grinned, and he knew without looking that his 
eyes had turned black. “I love you, too.” He never would 
have thought that he would find the love of his life in the 
arms of a tender, and at times, infuriating alien, but here he 
was with said creature on his lap. As he turned to finish up 
his work for the moment, he kept a hold on Tyler. This was 
going to be one of those times when a fast fuck would turn 
into a night filled with love. When he mentioned this to 
Tyler, he grinned and then rolled his hips in a slow little 
circle that quickly hardened Blessed’s cock. Perhaps this 
would be a time for fast, languid, and fast again. Not that it 
mattered. Having his rightful mate in his arms was all that 
mattered to Blessed Despair. 


THE END 
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